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	1. The Prolouge

**Disclaimer: I own nothing! But my OCs.**

* * *

><p>A girl walked into a dark throne room. The figure sitting on the throne, cloaked in shadows, stared at her with yellow eyes from his obsidian throne. She avoided eye contact. When she was in a three-foot distance of the seat, she kneeled on the red velvet carpet.<p>

"Father," she said quietly.

Her father moved around in the throne, trying to find a better place. "Mm-hmm."

The girl rolled her eyes. "My Lord," she said sarcastically.

"That's better."

"We have located them."

"Are you sure?"

"Of course," grinned the girl wickedly, showing off her sharp white fangs, "You doubt me?"

"Of course not. Why would I doubt The Reaper?"

"Father, I told you not to call me that."

"I can call you whatever the hell I want! Now, where are they?"

"They're coming down from the Heavens. They are... Breeding. They have children, Lord."

"Angels and humans? That is odd..."

"Well, then the Devil mating with an elf isn't odd?"

Her father glared at her. The girl glared back.

"You have no right to talk back to the Devil!"

"Well, sorry... Anyway, do you want to engage in combat?"

"Of course. Those cowardly fools that call themselves angels are finally coming back to the battle field! The next war between Angel and Demon shall commence again! Sakura, destroy all of those who dare set foot on Earth soil. This time, Hell shall be victorious! Heaven shall fall!"

Sakura smirked, blood-red eyes glowing and shining with lust for bloodshed. "I will not fail, Lord."

The girl bowed and exited the throne room of the Devil. She entered her room, and readied for battle, shivering from excitement.

* * *

><p>If you were religiously offended by this in any way, I truly am sorry. The idea just popped into my head and I couldn't get it out! So, I decided that I would get this out there as soon as possible. Now, for the OC form:<p>

Name:

True Identity (Like how Sakura is the Grim Reaper, just don't make another Reaper):

Age (real age and appearance age):

Side (Demons or Angels):

Breed (Whatever kind of creature/angel or demon):

Personality:

Appearance:

Angel/Demon Outfit:

Normal Outfit:

Battle Outfit:

Weapons:

Powers/Abilities:

Spells/Moves (There may only be six):

Likes:

Dislikes:

Friends:

Enemies:

Crush (Optional):

Flaws/Fears:

History:

Anything Else I Need To Know:

* * *

><p>Well, there's only 16 OCs allowed to be submitted. Eight Angels, eight Demons. Here's a list of who's in so far:<p>

(Name/True Identity/Breed/Author)

Sakura Satan/The Grim Reaper/Demon-Elf Hybrid/ShadowSlayer2013 (me!)

Kasumi Deep/The Naiad Sorceress/Naiad-Demon Hybrid/ShadowSlayer2013 (me!)

Iron Ash/The Steel Dragon/Steel Dragon-Demon Hybrid/ShadowSlayer2013 (me!)

Blaze Markaru/Keeper of Fire/Pheonix-Demon Hybrid/RedPheonix10123780

Diamante Inazume/Choris Agapi/Demon-Succubus Hybrid/Chained Princess

Melanie/The Vampire/Vampire-Demon Hybrid/Ryugafangirl

Kiara Summers/The Fire Demon/Demon-Siren Hybrid/FlameSolaria99

Xorn Astor/Child of Destruction/Demon-Ice Dragon/Fallenbey

Alabaster Creed/Demon of Discord/Shapeshifter-Demon Hybrid/DragonFang2011

Alex Lux/The Bringer of Hope/Angel-Elf Hybrid/ShadowSlayer2013 (me!)

Miyako Matsabura/Child of Hydra/Poison-Iron Angel Hybrid/DragonFang2011

Frieda Love/Anarchy Angel Anael/Uprising Angel-Nymph of Eternal Life/CutieAngel999

Ninel Velasquez/Arcadia/Angel-Ice Nymph Hybrid/Grraceful Amaryllis

Bryony/The Assasin/Angel-Dragon Hybrid/TheAlmightyFireHawk

Geno Breaker/The Strumm Tyrann/Basilisk-Angel Hybrid/Star's Roaring Blaze

Alice Rain/Wishes Whispers/Water Fairy-Angel Hybrid/roserain1998

Hope Song/Tragoudi Elpidas/Archangel/Song of Hope

Sierra Crystals/The Water Angel/Angel-Water Nymph Hybrid/Angelfromheaven2012

I no more angels and two more demons.

Okay, now I changed the hybrid parts because some of you wanted pure species. Let me get this straight, whatever side you are on, that's half of your breed.

Now, let me get this straight, some of these are my OCs, so they do not take part in the sigh-ups. That means that I still need 16 more of now, I need seven more. There was one more thing I need to add... Oh! No one can post more than one OC or bribe me into letting me do more *glares at DemonicChickWithaSword because I know she would try*. So, no one author can post more than one OC. And by the way, Ryuga is a Prince of Demons and Gingka the Prince of Angels because I think it would be fun that way :p So to have a crush on those two guys, you have to be on the same side as they are. Guests are allowed to review, but not send OCs. Alright, I think that covers everything! BAIS! HERE COMES DA SLAYA!


	2. Discussions

** Disclaimer: I own nothing but my OCs.**

**Ryuga: I think I will like this story!**

**me: Thank God! You're such a judger towards my stories! Yet, you're nicer to DragonFang2011.**

**Ryuga: That's because she's awesome!**

**me: But I am too!**

**Chris: Don't get ahead of yourself.**

**me: WHAT THE HELL IS THAT SUPPOSED TO MEAN! *hits with random zebra lamp***

**Chris: xp**

**Kyoya: SHE KILLED HIM! DX**

**me: No I didn't. Watch... *revives Chris with GANDALF WIZARD POWERS!* I'm so wizard. Haha! Pun!**

**Everyone: *anime fell***

**Ryuga: On with the story! **

* * *

><p>Sakura walked into her friend's room where they planned to meet for a meeting. Sakura, also known as the Grim Reaper, has black messy hair that extends down to the middle of her back with shaggy bangs and a light red strand between her eyes. Her eyes are demon-like blood-red with thick eyelashes, and when stared into too long, you see your worst fears, memories, and nightmares. This has led to some mortals going insane. Her skin is as white as the screen you're staring at. If the screen has the white background. Her ears are pointed, a result of being half elf. Her right ear has clasps up the ridges two studs in the lobe. In her left ear, a dragon wraps around it with two studs in the lobe as well. She is clad in her battle armor, which consists of a black sleeveless turtle neck shirt, her forearms with silver gauntlets and black fingerless gloves, her lower half of her torso is adorned with a chain mail battle skirt that separates in the middle with a silver belt with two katanas strapped on, short biker shorts, and black combat boots with armor on the knees and around the ankles.<p>

"So, are we ready? Iron?"

Iron, a steel dragon-demon spawn with steely gray-black eyes with heavy black eyeliner, choppy, messy black hair that extends to her colar bone, and slightly tan pale skin stepped forward. She was also battle ready. Her chest is covered with a steel breastplate. Her stomach is concealed by a tight black undershirt, her right forarm is clad in a silver gauntlet, while her left arm is clad in black cloth that ends in a fingerless glove. She wore a plated battle skirt that hung by a brown leather belt. Her legs were covered by black cloth that extends into her brown leather boots. Her metal dragon wings are folded behind her back.

"Yeah. This is stupid..."

"No it's not!" cried Kasumi, a naiad-demon sorceress. Kasumi has short, choppy, messy dark blue hair with strands framing her face and bangs pulled to the side. She has dark blue eyes and slightly pale peach skin. Like all demons or demon spawns, she has fangs, though not as long as Sakura's monstrous ones. She is wearing a dark blue gauntlets with gold swirling patterns and a fingerless glove on her right hand, leaving her left hand bear to clutch her gold trident. She has a dark blue sleeveless dress that fans out at the waist and splits in the middle and a golden breastplate around her upper torso. She also her mid-thigh short tights. Her greaves are dark blue guards with swirling gold designs and black one-inch heeled black boots. A golden headpiece sits on the top of her forehead and a necklace with a water drop. "We may finally win against the Angels! Do you not want that!"

Iron thought for a few seconds before smiling wickedly and saying, "A world covered in darkness? What demon wouldn't?"

"Hey, where's Melanie?" asked Sakura.

"Fang Face? No idea," muttered Iron.

"You're so mean!" Kasumi hit Iron on the head with her three-pronged trident. The steel dragon hybrid rubbed her head where the weapon collided with her skull. The two had a glaring contest. Iron was about to win when Kasumi poked her gray eyes. "Haha! I won!"

"Fish Breath..."

"What?"

"Nothing."

"And let's keep it that way," said Sakura in an annoyed voice. "Now, I guess we will have to go over the battle plans without her."

"But it's no fun without Melanie!" whined Kasumi.

"It was never fun," muttered Iron.

"Watch it, Iron Butt, I've got fangs, remember?" asked a sudden voice. Iron whipped around and shrieked at the sight of a black bat with gray eyes behind her. The bat transformed into her original form, a girl with pale skin and really sharp fangs. One time, Iron checked... Yeah, she developed a fear of needles after that. Melanie is tall and slim with an hourglass figure like Sakura and Iron. Kasumi's got nothing. Mel has long grey hair tied into a ponytail at the back and emotionless eyes. Though, there was a playful sparkle from her triumphant fright on Iron. Melanie wears a black tube top and a pair of short jeans. Her shoulders, forearms, and shins are adorned in armor (A/N: Riga, you did say she has armor).

"Alright. The four Generals of the Underworld have come together. Kasumi, any ocean activity from the Angels?"

"None, sir! But there is an ice nymph out there."

"Keep an eye on her."

"Yes, sir!"

"Iron, any forest activity or mining for well, iron?"

"Nope. But there is an iron angel out there."

"She can pose a problem. You are our only iron demon."

"Steel Dragon, actually."

"Whatever. Mel, any night activity? Or have you been drinking blood?"

"Psh, no! I have been doing my job!"

"Mm-hmm. Lies," muttered Iron.

Melanie glared, but continued her report. "There hasn't been any nightime activity, sir."

"That's not good. They must be moving during the day. You may not be afraid of the sun, Mel, but you'll burn up. How do we get a demon in the sunlight?"

"Maybe Kiara can do it," optioned Kasumi, "She's a siren, so she's in the sun a lot."

"Amazing thinking, Sumi!" praised Sakura.

"Oh, it was nothing," said the naiad, embarrassed.

"We need to take down the weaker Angels. But who first?"

The four pondered on the idea.

"I think the strong ones we should worry about," said Melanie.

Iron smirked evilly. "Then I know who. Ladies, our first target shall be Miyako Matsabura! The Child of Hydra!"

Everyone nodded in agreement.

* * *

><p>me: I hope you all liked it! Yay! Battle chapter next! Who will be the winner?<p>

Miyako: I better be the winner *glare*

me: *hands picture of what she looked like as a Mary Sue I got from DragonFang2011*

Miyako: My eyes! They burn! DX *runs away*

me: MWAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!

Ryuga: You are evil...

me: Yep! Thank you, Fang! I can't wait to write out the next chapter! Thanks for letting me use Miyako! And thanks, Riga, for letting me use Melanie! And FlameSolaria99 for Kiara! And all other authors who are letting me borrow their OCs! Sign-ups are still going on! I have two more spots left for Angles and four more spots left for Demons! If you want to send an OC, please send it in the first chapter! Thank you, everyone! *suddenly gets tacked to the wall by a knife* ... MIYAKO!

Miyako: Haha! Got you back, Slayer! Haha!

me: *glare*

Ryuga: *snicker*


	3. The First Fight

**Disclaimer: I own nothing but my OCs and idea for this story which is pretty damn amazing. I never expected this much traffic XD Thanks for the support guys! And I'm happy you like my writing style, DragonFang2011. I learned how to write from reading your stories. Not a lie. Ember of Despair was the first story I found on here.**

**Shadow: Yeah, and she wouldn't stop reading, too. That's how she fell slightly behind in sixth grade.**

**me: DON"T TELL ANYONE THAT! DX **

**Shadow: AAH! *gets whacked with the metal pole I stole from Kyoya***

**Kyoya: SHE GOT INTO MY HOUSE AGAIN?!**

**Ryuga: ... You just put your favorite OC in a coma...**

**me: I did?... OH MY GOD! SHADOW, ARE YOU DEAD!?**

**Ryuga: She's not gonna answer, idiot.**

**me: *glare* Watch it. I have Ryugafangirl's spaghetti ball...**

**Miyako: Where did she even get that?**

**Ryuga: *shrug* It's a crazy fandom world, I guess.**

**Miyako: True... Hey, isn't there a story that needs me butt kicking in?**

**me: Overconfident much? *sigh* On with the story! *flings spaghetti ball in Ryuga's pants***

**Ryuga: *does the chicken dance* AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIII IIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIEEEEEEEEEEEE!**

* * *

><p>Two girls watched a group of demon spawns quietly from the top of a tall pine tree. The spawns sat around a campfire, obviously drunk. One was flirting with a girl in the group. Another was doing who knows what behind a tree. And some guywas drinking a whole keg of beer, liquid sloshing on his face. One of the girls made a disgusted face while the other gagged. "Let's get them," said the one that was gagging.<p>

"Definitely," said the other.

One spread her dragon wings and held the other by the arms. She pumped her wings hard, rising into the air before gliding down to ambush the demons. The girl being carried by her partner kicked one of the guys in the face and dropped from the other's grasp, doing a somersault as she landed. She sat up on one knee, stabbing a demon girl in the gut. The other girl was busy picking up a demon, carrying him high into the air before dropping him. An audible CRUNCH was heard as the body impacted on the ground.

The other girl was in a sword fight with a young demon girl. A demon boy stalked up behind her and was about to knife the girl.

"Miyako!" shrieked the girl with wings.

The girl, Miyako, spun around to parry the blow. She swiped at the demon boy's stomach, then spinning around to dodge the demon girl's strike before stabbing her in the thigh.

"Thanks, Bry!"

"Anytime, man."

Bry lodged her foot into a demon's stomach, sending him flying. Another demon was about to stab her, but she hit him in the face with one of her wings before elbowing her in the neck. Bry unsheathed her sword and beheaded another demon. Miyako pounced on another demon, but he elbowed her in the stomach, making her slip off and clutch the bruised spot. The man was about to strike her when Bry's legs wrapped around his neck and twisted, snapping his neck and killing him.

Bry lightly flapped her wings and alighted softly on the ground. The two looked around them, finding no more opponents. Bry to a testing whiff of the air to pick up anymore scents. "We're alone."

"That was easy. Damn, if those demons fight like that, the Devi doesn't stand a chance."

Bry's look darkened. "Don't get too cocky, Miyako."

"Yeesh. Yes, Mother," said the girl sarcastically, "let's go back to camp. Kyoya's waiting."

Bry gave Miyako a funny look, wiggling her eyebrows and smiling a goofy smile. A light tinge of pink crossed Miyako's cheeks.

"Shut the hell up."

"Ha ha. Got you!"

"You wish."

"Alright, let's go."

Bry pumped her wings and lifted off, grabbing Miyako by the arms and speeding off towards camp. An hour later, Bry landed behind Miyako's tent and took to the air once more. The girl walked around to the front of the tent, lifted up the flap, and entered. She changed out of her battle cloths and slipped into her normal attire. She looked at herself in the mirror to check if she looked fine, since she was about to enter the presence of one of the four Generals of Heaven, Kyoya Tategami. Angels are perfect, right?

Miyako has layered shoulder-length black hair and plum-purple eyes. Her skin is lightly tanned and she has an athletic runner's figure. Several battle scars are visible on her body and one on her right cheek that stretches from the bottom of her right eye all the way to her jaw line. Miyako is wearing a black hoodie over a purple tank top, black skinny jeans, black combat boots, a silver angel wing pendant, and a simple black belt. 'I guess I look okay.'

She switched off an oil lamp and left her tent. She walked along a well-worn leafy trail that twisted and turns through the camp. Miyako looked around her. Brown canvas tents were scattered among tall pine trees and hills. Angels that have come from Heaven were helping other angels with injuries they had gotten from battles and scouting for demons. It was their job, along with hers, to chase them back into the confines of Hell.

Pine needles and leaves crunched under her boots as she turned a corner.

"Hey, Miyako! Can you help me with this!"

Miyako looked to her side to see Madoka Amano mending another angel's wing. Miyako slowly walked over to them and picked up some gauze bandages. She sat down on a three-legged stool nest to Madoka. "Here," she said, handing the roll of bandages to the young healer.

"Thanks, Miya."

"Please don't call me that."

Madoka giggled. "Oops. So, where ya off to?"

"The General's tent."

"Going to see Kyoya?" said Madoka, wiggling her eyebrows at Miyako. Miyako glared at her.

"Shut up, there are people here."

"Sorry. Can you hold this?"

The healer held the gauze roll out to Miyako. The girl held it between her thumb and fore finger as Madoka wrapped the other angel's wing with the bandage. "All done! You can go now! But don't strain yourself!" Madoka called to her patient. "Thanks, Miyako. You better get going. You know how Kyoya is when he gets impatient."

"Alright. 'Bye."

Miyako stood up and jogged towards the General's tent. When the large tent was finally in view, she saw Bry waiting outside the entrance flaps. Bry is a dragon-angel hybrid, so that pretty much explains the wings. But she doesn't know what kind of dragon she was born from. Her eyes are ice blue and black hair, and blue bangs cover the right side of her face. Bry is wearing a gray muscle shirt and a leather jacket. She's also wearing jeans and combat boots. Her blue wings are folded behind her back.

"'Sup, bro."

"Hey," Miyako greeted back.

"I can't wait to report. Less demons out there now. I hear a war is starting."

"Doubt it," mumbled Miyako, "Those fools are afraid of us."

"Miyako, you're getting cocky again," warned Bry.

"Oops."

An angel boy poked his head out from between the tent's flaps and called the two girls in. They walked into the nicely furnished tent. There are four chairs in front of a table with a large map on it. There are four other angels in the seats. Obviously they are the four Generals of Heaven. The four looked up from the map and nodded to Miyako and Bry.

The two girls kneeled on the shaggy yellow carpet before the four generals.

"Lords Kyoya, Hope, Dunamis, and Alex, we have news to report," said Bry.

"Go on," said Hope Song, an Archangel. She was tall and curvy, with green eyes, golden flowing hair parted on the right, slightly tanned skin, and slightly noticeable muscles. Her wings were white and beautiful, and they shine silver when exposed to the sunlight. She's not in her normal attire, for she is a General of Heaven. Hope wears a long dark green-gray dress that is held up by wo small golden crosses on her shoulders. Her dress extends to her ankles and her feet are bare, but two golden ribbons wrap in a cross pattern up to her knees. There are more from her wrists to her elbows.

"We had found six demons in the forest, about 500 miles away in the hills."

None of the generals looked surprised. "Well then," said Alex, an angel with waist-high white hair and large knowledgeable green eyes. She wore a toga with a golden belt around her waist. She was also barefoot. Her white and gold-feathered wings were folded behind her back, making it seem like she is wearing a cape of feathers. It is said she is the Grim Reaper's sister, but mostly no one believes that story. "That's the fifth time this week."

"This isn't normal demon behavior. What do you think, Kyoya?" said Dunamis.

Kyoya was silent. "I think that they're trying to annoy us."

"Now, Kyoya, be serious," said Hope.

"I am, that's the thing!" exclaimed the boy, "What in hell are they planning?"

"I don't know. But its bad," said Alex.

Miyako stared at them. There was never anything fun about coming to these stupid meetings. But on the bright side, she gets to see Kyoya. Suddenly, the flaps burst open and a messenger angel ran in in a flurry of feathers. "Lords! I have seen some!"

The generals turned to look at the new arrival. "Speak, messenger," said Dunamis.

"There are demons in the northern hills! I smelt power practically MELTING from them!"

"Name them!" commanded Hope.

"I know not their names. But there are four of them."

For the first time Bry and Miyako saw, the four Generals of Heaven seemed slightly frightened and surprised. "So," said Kyoya, "They're finally turning up, huh."

"This is very bad," said Alex in a shaky tone.

Dunamis turned to Bry and Miyako. "You two."

"Yes, sir?" said the two girls at the same time.

"You are to hunt these demons, and destroy the most powerful one! Hurry! If one of them end, the Devil shall be at a GREAT disadvantage. Move!"

Miyako and Bry nodded, stood up, and walked out of the tent. When they were a good ways away, Miyako said, "Finally, some excitement!"

Bry rolled her eyes.

* * *

><p>The two angels walked through thick trees. Miyako sniffed the air. "We're getting close. They practically STINK."<p>

"Just like someone I know," joked Bry. Miyako glared.

They were approaching a clearing when they saw four girls with their backs to them. Miyako sniffed, looked at Bry, and nodded one of the unknown girls spoke, it startled the angels.

"Where the hell ARE they?"

"Bro, chill. It takes forever to find a stupid Angel camp."

"Kura, why are they so far?"

"Psh, I don't know. I don't know a damn thing about those goody-two shoes."

A sniffing sound was heard, and a girl with short black hair said, "I don't think we have to wait anymore."

The four girls turned around to face Miyako and Bry.

"Well, well," said one with blood-red eyes, "Freaking Angels. Please, you names?"

The two exchanged glances before introducing themselves.

"Well, I am Bryony, The Assassin.

"What is an angel doing being an assassin?" asked a girl with grey hair.

Bry narrowed her eyes. "Killing demons, duh."

"I am Miyako Matsabura, The Child of Hydra. Now state your names!"

The four demons exchanges evil looks.

"I am Sakura Satan, The Grim Reaper."

"I am Iron Ash, The Steel Dragon."

"I am Melanie, The Vampire."

"And I am Kasumi Deep, The Naiad Sorceress."

Miyako and Bry gasped. No wonder the four Generals of Heaven were nervous. These demons are the four Generals of the Underworld. A girl, Iron, stepped forward and pointed to Miyako. "Miyako Mastabura, I challenge you."

Miyako thought about it. Its said that Iron Ash is the second most powerful General, so it would still make a difference if she destroyed her. Miyako smirked. "I accept your challenge."

Iron had an evil glint in her steely grey-black eyes. "Perfect. I've heard you're the Iron Angel, no?"

"That's right. What's it to you?"

Iron laughed. "I am the Iron Demon."

Miyako swallowed. "Crap."

A huge blade a foot wide and two inches thick materialized in Iron's hand. The blade itself must at least be five feet long. Iron got in a battle ready position. We all know what everyone looks like from the previous chapter, yes? Good. Miyako unsheathed her sword placed one foot behind the other. 'I can do this. I'll win... I hope...'

Iron bursted forward and swung her large sword. Miyako barely managed to block the blow. Their swords danced and swayed and practically flew as the master warriors fought. The blades shined in the setting sun's rays, the light being the only thing giving Miyako energy. She had to finish this quickly. She at least had 30 more minutes until the sun goes down, and then, she'll have to fend for herself in the darkness. Iron swung her sword downwards, and Miyako hopped to the left, avoiding the large blade, and took a swing at the demon's back. Iron quickly picked up the sword and blocked. The two distanced from each other, sweating and breathing heavily. Miyako quickly recovered from the sun's light. She jumped high into the air, and came speeding down, smashing her blade into the ground creating a large crater. Miyako looked at the spot Iron had been, puzzled how she had gotten away.

Miyako looked up and saw Iron in the air, steel wings pumping .

"You've got to be joking," mumbled Miyako.

"Didn't I say something about a steel dragon? Well, this is what I meant," grinned Iron evilly.

"Shoot."

Miyako pulled a knife from her boot and hurled it at Iron, who glided quickly to the side to avoid the lethal weapon. "Damn. You're surprising."

"Oh, I'm flattered," said Miyako flatly. Iron rocketed toward the grounded angel. Miyako mentally cursed her father for not having wings. She narrowly avoided Iron's attack, but did get a long gash on her forearm. "Rats!"

The angel clutched her arm. The sun was three minutes away from setting. Miyako felt heavier. She knew her main power source will vanish soon. Bry was chewing on her nails. Miyako was stuck. There's only one thing to do now. Miyako held her hands before her and closed her plum-purple eyes.

"Hydra Armor!"

A sensation swept through Miyako as if she was under a waterfall. Beginning from the top of her head, her skin turned into iron patterned like scales. The magic ran down her skin like armor, transforming the rest of her body into iron. Miyako opened her eyes and smirked. Iron looked impressed. And then, she smiled. The hell?

"Impressive. I've never seen that before, and I'm 1,897 years old."

"Well then, Grandma, let's see you fight my skin. We young people are full of surprises."

"Not just surprises. Arrogance and pride."

Miyako snarled. "Well, then let me shove my pride up your large butt!" And Miyako charged Iron, stabbing and slashing with her sword. One minute of light left. Let's make this quick. Iron manged to block or dodge every attack the angel made. There was finally an opening, and Iron slashed with her sword at Miyako's gut. As soon as the blade came in contact of Miyako's body, a large PANG! was heard. Now, Iron was really surprised.

"Hydra scales are impenetrable."

Iron growled. "We'll see. The sun goes down in thirty seconds."

A small fear washed over Miyako. If the sun goes down, then there's barely a chance of her surviving this battle. Bry was on the verge of tears. Is Miyako going to lose? If she does, then she'll become a demon! That can't happen. She had to do something! But what? Arg! She felt so useless. What on Earth can she do to help her partner? She doesn't cry often, but it truly is the most saddest thing in the world when an angel, an angel like Miyako, falls. All angels weep. There is no way that it could be reversed.

'What do I do?' thought Miyako. She frowned. There's no choice. She picked up her sword and stood straight. She would rather really die than became one of those monsters. There is no way she'll lose. She has to have hope. As the angels say, There is hope as long as there's light. Yeah, the sun is setting, but it will come back the next day.

Miyako jumped as high as she could and brought her sword down towards Iron's head. Iron lifted the flat of her sword up to block the attack. But instead of the two blades colliding, Miyako braced her feet on Iron's sword and boosted herself higher into the air. Ten seconds left until the sun is gone. In mid-air, Miyako made a fist with her right hand and punched it into her left palm. A bright green magic circle appeared before her.

"Poison Va-"

"Luminous Beam!"

A bright beam of light blasted into Iron, sending the demon flying through trees and into the rocky side of a cliff. Iron rubbed the back of her bruised head and looked up at the new opponent, growling. A girl stood in the light of the setting sun as it finally dunked under the horizon. Bry pumped her wings hard, lifting up into the air and caught a falling Miyako. The angel alighted on the ground and set Miyako on her feet. The iron skin has melted away, leaving normal flesh. Her eyes were hazy and clouded from exhaustion.

"Thanks, bro," said Miyako, playfully punching Bry's arm weakly.

The new girl walked up the the two and knelt next to them, inspecting Miyako and her injured arm before nodding and standing back up.

"If you don't mind, I'll finish this."

"But-"

"No buts. You are too injured."

Miyako slumped and began brooding. Bry patted her shoulder in a reassuring way. The new girl turned to face Iron.

"Who the hell are you?" asked an annoyed demon.

"My name is Frieda Love, The Anarchy Angel Anael!"

* * *

><p>me: Ooh! Cliffy! Not my best though. Honestly, my first. I hope you guys enjoyed this! It took me the entire day to brainstorm how this was going to work, think of how the battle would go, and just to type it! Ah! Finger cramp!<p>

Miyako: ... Wow. I am speechless...

Bry: You were gonna make me cry!

me: Ah ha, but I didn't.

Bry: *mumbles inaudible words*

Iron: I was blown into a wall just by a stupid beam?! What kind of sick creator would mistreat their OC?!

All of My OCs: Slayer would.

Iron: Grr...

me: Yep! I'm pure evil! MWAHAHAHAHAHAHA! *continues to fling gummy bears into Ryuga's pants*

Ryuga: *pants get so heavy from gummy bears, they fell down*

me: *drool*

Ryuga: OH MY ****ING GOD! *hurries and pulls pants up, then runs away*

me: TAKE ME WITH YOU!

Damian: Again, I'M insane?

Jack: ART ART ART! *dances like ballerina*

Sakura: T_T I'm in an author's note with crazy people...

Shadow: Eh, you'll get used to it. I've been around WAY before you.

Kasumi and Melanie: BAIS!

me: HERE COMES DA SLAYA! COME BACK, RYUGA! YOU'RE SEXY!

Everyone: O.O

Melanie: *shoots me with a sleeping dart*

me: Fat unicorns that poop cupcakes and farts easter bunny glitter from Sugar Sugar Ice Cream Land zzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz...

Miyako: Umm... 'Bye everyone! Don't forget to review! Sign-ups are still on! No more angels, and three more demons!


	4. The Finish of the Battle

**Disclaimer: I own nothing but my OCs and this story.**

**Kasumi: I never get to do anything.**

**me: Shut it, shortie. I might be nice and include you.**

**Kasumi: Yes, sir!**

**Ryuga: When do I get to appear i_i**

**me: Sorry, bro. Gonna have to wait.**

**Frieda: Let's get this done!**

**Hope: I agree.**

**me: Alright! Here we go! Chapter four for you lovely people!**

* * *

><p>"I am Frieda Love, The Anarchy Angel Anael."<p>

A girl with cherry red hair dressed in a corset with frilly top edges, pale blue shorts, thigh-high stockings, and knee-lengh boots slid into a battle ready position. She held her hands out before her, ready to cast another spell. Iron scoffed.

"This isn't your fight, Angel."

"It is now. You're hurting her, so its my job to help her."

"Then this shall be where you fall."

Iron sprung at the Angel, but Kasumi managed to grab her shoulder and hold the iron demon back. "And she isn't your fight, either. I'll take care of her."

"We'll see," Frieda smiled sweetly, making Melanie gag from seeing niceness, "Luminous Beam!"

Frieda's eyes glowed a bright white, energy suddenly blasting from her eyeballs in a deadly beam. Kasumi held her hands before her, clapped, and moved her palms toward the coming energy. A dark blue magic circle appeared before her as she called her spell.

"Tsunami Wall!" A wave erupted from a nearby lake and washed toward the demon, surrounding her and her fellow generals. The wave absorbed the blast, turning into a raging wave and sloshing angrily toward Frieda. Frieda bent her eyebrows in concentration.

"You will not be hurting anyone here, freaks. Luminous Shield!"

A defensive shield of light engulfed her, Miyako, and Bry. The wave crashed down on them, causing Frieda's legs to shake and her grunt with the effort of holding up the shield. Bry stood up and closed her eyes, muttered inaudible syllables, and suddenly vanished. When the wave had finally washed over the angels, Frieda rested on one knee, catching her lost breath. She squeaked in surprise when she felt something take hold of her arms and lift her high into the air. Bry suddenly became visible again, and flew them both down for an attack on the naiad sorceress. The naiad was ready for an attack, and pulled out her golden trident. Frieda unsheathed Bry's long sword and took a random swish at Kasumi, who easily parried, and struck back at the angel. Bry acted fast, pumping her wings extra hard to get Frieda out of reach.

"Dammit," said Kasumi, outstretching a single hand, a small magic circle the size of a large dinner plate appearing before it, "Evil Hurricane!"

Water was sapped from the trees, grass, shrubs, and other plant life, creating a hurricane of water. Bry grunted with effort as she rapidly flapped her dragon wings in an attempt to out-run the monstrous water tornado. Frieda put her hands together and muttered, "Firefly Dance."

A swirl of fireflies swirled around the two angels, creating a shield. A part of them broke off from the rest of the group and darted for Kasumi, who had to swing her three-pronged trident to manipulate a water shield into place, as well as engulfing the insects and killing them. Bry was wearing out quick. There was no sunlight to provide her with sustaining energy. She felt ready to collapse, but willed herself forward. Frieda could sense the tiring angel reaching her limit of strength. It would be cruel to make her work ant further.

"Hey, what's your name?" asked the red-head.

"B-Bry," gasped the dragon hybrid.

"Bry, don't strain yourself. You can set me on the ground now."

Bryony sighed in relief and alighted on the ground, collapsing next to Miyako, who was just beginning to recover her strength.

"'Sup, bro. Nice of you to join me," joked the black haired girl.

"Sh-Shut up," muttered Bry, still gasping for breath. Kasumi smirked.

"Tired already?"

"You wish," retorted Frieda, getting slightly annoyed at the demon, "Aren't you supposed to be the weakest of the Generals?"

Kasumi frowned in anger. "Yeah. But we're all really strong."

"You stand up for your friend."

"Iron The Steel Dragon is my comrade. We are nothing more but partners to each other."

"But you stand up for her?"

Kasumi narrowed her eyes. "What's it to ya, red-head?"

Frieda sighed. "Do you know what friendship is?"

"I don't need to listen to a stupid friendship speech!" Kasumi waved her arm, sending a blast of water to erupt from the grass Frieda was standing on, sending the angel into the sky and plummeting back to the ground.

"Ow!"

Kasumi chuckled, continuing the same treatment on the angel repeatedly. Meanwhile, Miyako braced herself against a tree and dragged herself to stand up. She balled up her right hand, and punched it into her left palm, creating a bright green magic circle before her. Miyako took a deep breath, and closed her eyes, concentrating with all her might.

Bry looked up hopelessly at Frieda, wishing there was something she could possibly do.

Kasumi continued to mercilessly pound Frieda into the ground.

"Wow! I've never had this much fun in 300 years!"

"And how old are you?" asked Frieda.

Kasumi tapped her chin thoughtfully. "786. I'm still just a child compared to most other demons. But I am very clever. But now, you shall fall. Prepare to die, Frieda Love, The Anarchy Angel Anael! Water Fro-"

"Poison Vapor!"

A greenish-black cloud exploded from the magic circle, creating a protective dome around the trio of angels and heading for the demons.

"Kasumi!"

Sakura suddenly vanished and was immediately by the younger demon's side. The Reaper took hold of Kasumi's arm and disappeared with an agonizing cry from the naiad. Melanie transformed into a black bat with grey eyes and flew away. Iron pumped her metal wings hard, lifting up off the ground and into the air, flying away at the speed of a jet.

Miyako collapsed, falling on her knees, then face first in the wet dirt. Frieda gasped for breath. Bry barely managed to jeep her eyes open. The sky became dark grey and cloudy, suddenly pouring rain.

Frieda crawled over to the two other angels and took out an orb. It glowed brightly when the red-headed angel placed her lips on it. Bry began to feel energized as the warm light shone on her peach skin. The winged angel sat up and leaned her back against a pine tree, soaking in the warm light that radiated from the orb. Frieda turned Miyako's unconscious body onto its back and cleaned the mud from the girl's face. The red-head breathed in deeply, placed her hands on Miyako's stomach, and muttered, "Solar Heal."

The deep gash in Miyako's arm closed up, the small scratches on her body faded away, and Miyako's eyes fluttered open. Frieda took her hands from the iron angel's stomach and placed them in her own lap. She smiled down to Miyako. Miyako blinked.

"I'm alive?" she asked, sitting up and rubbing her temples.

"Luckily," replied Frieda.

Miyako nodded a "thank you" to the other girl, making her smile wider. Bry jumped up, feeling alive herself.

"We need to get back to camp to report," said Bry.

Miyako nodded.

Frieda smiled even wider, making Miyako wonder if it was even possible if a smile could possibly be that large. Bry turned to Frieda.

"Need a lift?"

"No. I can fly without the wings. But thank you."

"How?" asked Miyako, raising a black eyebrow.

"Telekinesis, silly."

"Yeah, doi," said Bry in an annoying voice that she knew Miyako hated. Miyako glared.

"Let's go," grumbled Miyako.

Bry flapped her wings and lifted into the air, swooping down to grab Miyako by the arms and soar back into the air. Frieda later followed, holding the bright orb before her for needed light. The flew for hours until the light of many torches led them the rest of the way to the Angel's camp.

* * *

><p>The four Generals of Heaven sat back in their chairs as they listened to the girls' report.<p>

"This... Is interesting...," said Dunamis thoughtfully.

Hope laced her hands together and set her chin on them. "None of this is good. If the Devil is already sending his Generals into battle, there's not much of anything normal Angels will be able to ward them off. We're going to have to move camp if the were searching for us."

"Agreed," agreed the other Generals.

"You go and rest. Spread the word that we will be moving camp to the Superstition mountains," said Kyoya.

"Meeting dismissed," finished Alex.

Frieda, Bry, and Miyako nodded and stood up with the Generals. The girls walked outside and began spreading the word. Angels immediately began packing. Miyako entered her tent and switched on her oil lamp. She folded up her cot and put all of her clothes into a burlap sack. She set all of her valuables in another bag and folded the table up. She slid a chest out from under another table and opened it. Miyako took her secret stash of chocolate from her secret place and because its a secret stash, it shall not be mentioned where it is. She set the stash in the box along with her rock climbing boots and training equipment.

Miyako walked outside and whistled. A black Pegasus with golden wings glided down where she strapped a small wagon with folded wings on the side to a harness. Miyako loaded the wagon with her luggage and collapsed the tent. Once the tent was collapsed, she put it in the wagon with her other belongings.

She climbed into the saddle on her Pegasus and the winged horse took flight.

After one minute, the Pegasus landed where other angels and their Pegasi or Pegasuses (A/N: Please tell me the correct plural). There was a multitude of the winged horses with amazing colors. Some where silver, gold, purple, maroon, teal, orchid, slate, sand, peach, blue, navy, rainbow, and bright neon green. That is a strange color...

The four Generals of Heaven sat on Pegacorns of regal colors. Alex's was a beautiful white. Kyoya's a dark, mysterious green. Hope a gold. Dunamis a light lavender. The Pegacorn's wings where silver like their horns. In a flurry of bright feathers, the Angels took flight, unaware of the impending doom...

* * *

><p>"AAH!"<p>

Kasumi screamed in pain as she clutched her poisoned arm. A demon was using magic to keep the infection in place. Sakura was able to transport the naiad back to the Underworld in only a matter seconds. Sakura has a special ability that allows her to transport by shadows from one place to another in only two seconds. The catch is, there has to be a shadow in that place in order to get there.

"We need water," said Sakura with tight lips.

"Kiara's on it," reported Melanie.

Sakura nodded. "She can't last much longer."

"Too bad Shadow Heal didn't work. It cures anything."

"Not damned Angel's poison."

"She ought to be on her side," said Iron, "She's the Child of Hydra. Hydra's are evil."

A girl burst into the room. "We have water! Its in the boiling room!"

"Thanks, Kiara. C'mon," said Melanie. Sakura held out an arm, and everyone clutched to it. She held Kasumi's hand and they disappeared. A stomach turning sensation went through the demons. It felt like something was trying to rip their stomach's out. They suddenly appeared in a room with a stone box tub full of water. Iron and Kiara lifted up Kasumi and dipped her into the water. Her body sunk under the water, her form glowing a weak light blue. She has begun to heal.

"It'll take a few hours," said Kiara. She is a Demon-Siren hybrid with shoulder length black hair with red highlights, tied up in a side ponytail, pure black eyes, a claw like scar on the left shoulder and she always wears dark make up, almost like a Goth or emo. And she also wears a lion claw necklace with a flame-shaped ruby gem in the middle. On her right wrist is also a black rose tattoo. She has tanned skin a an hourglass figure, which she really despise. She is wearing A red hi-low dress with gold swirls on the bodice, over it a black hood and golden flats. She also wears a pair of ruby earrings and a black ring with a flame-shaped ruby gem on it.

"This... Has gotten me angry," said Sakura, bent over the tub that was healing Kasumi, back to the others. She turned around, her eyes no longer blood-red. Instead, they are a dark, demon-like dark red that seemed to be boiling. Her eyes have turned to slits.

"I WILL GET MY REVENGE ON THAT DAMNED ANGEL IF ITS THE LAST DAMN THING I DO! I WILL MAKE SURE SHE COMES TO **HELL**!"

The three other demons have never seen their leading general so angry. Sakura's hands balled into tight fists, knuckles turning white.

"Sh- She... Is my sister..."

* * *

><p>me: Dun dun DUN! Ooh! What do ya think? Surprised much? Yes, even though they show no relation, they are half-sisters.<p>

Kasumi: Yeah... Daddy is the Devil. Let's just say that when he was in his human form long ago, he attracted a very pretty naiad... She left the water for him...

Sakura: And if you are a fantasy nerd, like me, you would know that when a naiad leaves the water, they cross over to mortality. They are still a naiad though. Though, we are ALL nerds. Who's with me XD ?

me: *sigh* I love Fablehaven. Great series of books.

Sakura: We recommend you read them. Its amazing. Very well written.

Ryuga: You read?

Sakura: Yeah. Sometimes it gets boring in the Underworld. So, I just pick a random book from the river Styx, and read. Most of them are crap, though. Like onetime I picked up a Twilight book. *shudders*

me: Sorry, Twilight fans! No offense intended.

Miyako: Review please!

Everyone: BAIS!


	5. The Meeting

**Disclaimer: I OWN NOTHING!**

**Kiara: Thank God.**

**me: Why does everyone say that? i_i**

**Ryuga: Your reactions are hilarious *snicker***

**me: SHUT THE ******* HELL UP!**

**Ryuga: *bursts into laughter* See?**

**Everyone: *laughs their faces off***

**me: Screw you people! Imma gonna write this chapter! *begins to type angrily* Gr... Now, there's going to be cursing and an OC death, but just because your character dies doesn't mean I hate them. I love all the OCs! And I love all of you! XD To da story...  
><strong>

* * *

><p>The Angels had finally made camp in the mountains and finished setting up the canvas tents. Miyako, Bry, and Frieda were talking in front of a great bonfire. Frieda was further attending Miyako and Bry's battle wounds as well as her own. They were all badly damaged, with a few broken bones and deep cuts that needed cleaning. Madoka was helping out, too. She wrapped Bry's dragon wings in gauze while complaining that the girl should pay more attention and love toward her wings. Bry just sat there, rolling her eyes at the healer's complaining. Frieda was busy checking the spot Miyako's arm had been cut. All that remained was a barely visible white scar.<p>

"Well, that's over with," chattered the red-head happily.

"I'm being serious, Bry. You need to oil the membranes every night and lotion the scales on the bones, ya follow?"

"Yeah, yeah. Whatever, Mother."

"Don't be sarcastic to me! Look, I'm really sorry that those demon fools injured you, but there isn't much you can do against the four Generals of the Underworld."

"There was plenty. I just need more training," growled Miyako. Boy, was she pissed.

"Well, at least you poisoned the annoying blue one, right?" said Frieda, trying to make her new friend feel better.

Bry sighed. "You don't get it, do you?"

Frieda and Madoka looked at each other questioningly. Miyako growled again.

"Naiads can heal themselves in water. And she's a naiad hybrid..."

"Oh," said the girls, finally understanding.

"Heh heh, we knew that," said Frieda nervously, patting Miyako's shoulder. "Besides, you can get them next time! You just need a new spell!" (A/N: DragonFang, mind PMing me a new move for Miyako? Thanks!)

"Hey, guys!"

All heads turned to the new voice. Madoka smiled.

"Hey, Ninel. What's up?"

Ninel Velasquez, an angel-ice nymph hybrid with back length steel-blue hair that is in a curly side ponytail. She has bright goldenrod colored eyes. As for her skin tone color, it's mostly pale since she comes from the cold tundras and there is barely no sunlight there. There also a dark blue elegant seal across her arm, which glows when Ninel uses her strongest ice attack. As for height, she stands about 6 feet and weighs about 145 pounds. Ninel has an hourglass body type. Her outfit is a black sleeveless dress that reaches her knees with a bronze colored Lie Sang Bong butterfly cage vest over it. She also wears a pair of bronze colored peep toe pumps on. She also wears a pair of bronze chandelier earrings on.

"Oh, just the Generals wanting a word with you."

"Shit," whispered Miyako. She has failed Kyoya. What can be more embarrassing? Then again, being squished under a walrus' ass would be...

"No bad language!" said Frieda, whacking the iron angel with a stick. The girl merrily glared at the red-head. Bry and Madoka snickered.

"They can't wait and I'm doing fine. You, Madoka?" responded the ice nymph.

"Oh, just patching some things up," said the brunette happily. She turned towards the group. "Hey, you better go. We all know they hate waiting."

"Lovely," said Miyako grumpily.

"At least Kyoya can put a smile on that face, right?" asked Bry to the other angel. Miyako grumbled. "What?"

"I SAID SURE!"

"O.o Okay, then. Sorry to bother you..."

The four angels walked through camp, trying to find their way to the middle where the General's tent is pitched. The opened the flap and stepped inside. The tent looked the same as always. The regal Generals sat in their plush chairs before them, world maps on a table the chairs are arched around. But there were two other angels in the tent battle ready. A girl and a boy kneeled before the Generals.

The boy had fiery red hair spiked up and a blue head band. He had honey golden eyes and peach skin. He wore a white scarf around his neck and a blue tunic with a white breastplate. He had brown leather pants and black boots with white greaves. Her wore blue fingerless gloves and white metal gauntlets. There were two brown belts around his waist, one carrying some minor first aid and the other a large buster sword in a light blue sheath. Miyako recognized the boy as the Prince of Angels, Gingka Hagane.

The girl has dark and somewhat scaly skin and a long, black ponytail, with pointy ears. A canine sticks from her mouth. Her eyes are pale blue and she is short, which is a boon and a burden. Her nails were slightly sharp. She as small grey wings, and a tail which she keeps hidden. She is wearing a black cloak made of dragon hide, and a ninja suit of the same color. Her feet are clad in light brown moccasins.

"Please, children, introduce yourselves to the only three Angels who have fought, and survived, the four Generals of the Underworld," said Hope Song.

"Hello, I'm Gingka Hagane, Prince of the Angels and Lord of the Pegasus," said the red-head in a high, squeaky voice.

"Yes, we know who you are," said Bry, "everyone does."

"I know," said the boy.

"I am Geno Beaker, The Strumm Tyrann. It is very nice to meet you. I can't believe you fought the Generals of the Underworld! Its amazing!"

"Oh, it was nothing. We only failed in killing one of 'em," said Miyako coldly, making Geno frown.

"Excuse Miyako, she's just very cranky. But I'm Freida Love, The Anarchy Angel Anael."

"I'm Bryony, The Assassin. But everyone calls me Bry."

"I'm Miyako Matsabura, Child of Hydra."

"Now that that's over, come," said Dunamis as the other angels kneeled, "we have much to discuss. As we know, you managed to poison Kasumi Deep, the weakest of the Generals of the Underworld."

"What very few know, is that Kasumi Deep, The Naiad Sorceress, is the sister of Sakura Satan, The Grim Reaper."

"WHAT?!" The six other angels, Miyako, Bry, Frieda, Ninel, Gingka, and Geno cried.

"Well, Mister Devil sir, what a player!" Ninel attempted at joking, making no one laugh. Ninel closed her mouth feeling VERY awkward.

"Sure. A player," said Hope in a flat, humorless, serious tone.

"As such a result as harming The Naiad Sorceress, The Grim Reaper is going on a rampage," said Alex. "It seems that the Devil's child has a soft spot for her young sister."

"Wait, how old is Kasumi?" asked Frieda.

"786. I thought she told you this," said Kyoya.

"Oh yeah... Well, how old is Sakura?"

The green-haired angel gulped. "3,436 years old."

"Holy shit! I should be calling her Grandma!" shouted Miyako.

"NO BAD LANGUAGE!" screamed Frieda as she whacked Miyako with the iron angle's own sword. Don't worry, it's still sheathed :)

"WELL, I'M SORRY, MOTHER!"

"SHUT THE HELL UP!" roared Kyoya. Dead silence. "Uh-hm. Thank you. Sakura is on a rampage, as we know. She id terrorizing mortal villages and destroying mountains, burning forests, creating earth quakes. Everything."

"Wow. That much power?" asked Geno.

"Well, she is the most powerful of the four Generals of the Underworld," said Gingka.

"And, the Devil's child," added Bry.

"And, angry that I hurt her sister," said Miyako.

"Yes... VERY angry," said Kyoya, "in fact, so angry, that she is making her way here."

"..."

"..."

"..."

"..."

"..."

"..."

All was silent until, "OH MY F****** DEVIL! HOW THE HELL HAS SHE ALREADY FOUND US?!" screamed Miyako.

"NO BAD WORDS!"

"I DON'T GIVE A SHIT! IF YOU DON'T MIND, I'M KINDA ABOUT TO BE MAULED BY ONE OF THE MOST POWERFUL DEMONS EVER!"

"AM I MAKING IT WORSE?!"

"YOU'RE DOING A PRETTY DAMN GOOD JOB!"

"EVERYONE, SHUT UP BEFORE YOU'RE THROWN INTO THE PIT OF TANTALUS!" roared Kyoya louder than everyone else.

Dead silence... Again...

"The reason you six are here is to at least fight off the Reaper until our Lord sends backup," said Alex.

The other six looked as if they had just seen their worst nightmares. Funny, they will soon. *Slayer laughs in her Evil Overlord chair evilly as she types this*

"Go and get ready and rest. If you are to survive, you need all the sleep you can get. You will get up at dawn tomorrow and fend Sakura off in the light. Victory ought to be ours," said Hope with a hint of 'Oh, this sucks for you' in her voice. Miyako, Bry, Frieda, Ninel, Gingka, and Geno nodded their heads and stood up to leave. They walked outside.

"Well, Ninel, looks like you were pretty quiet."

"Just the thought of fighting that monster makes me shiver. You think we can do it?"

"Sure we can! It's not like Iron will be there, right?" said Gingka, "we stand a chance."

"Unless she takes Melanie with her," said Frieda.

"Well, she's weak too, right?" asked Geno.

"Think about it, I fought with Kasumi, the weakest of the Generals, yet I was still getting my ass whupped. Melanie is third strongest!" (A/N: Riga, can you send me two spells or moves through PM just so I can make Melanie live up to her awesome title? Tank yous!)

"Yeah, supper strong," agreed Ninel.

"Let's hurry up and get ready. We have a long day ahead of us tomorrow."

"Right. 'Bye!"

The six angels went in their separate directions to their tents to sleep and get ready for the next day.

* * *

><p>It was morning. The morning of the day that will possibly be a death. The six angels were dressed for battle and loading needed luggage into their pegasi's carts. Miyako is wearing a black breastplate that covers her chest and stomach with silver edges and a strange silver symbol shaped like a hydra over her heart; black pants; black and silver elbow and knee coverings; black boots; black and silver boot covers with retractable spikes on the toes; two black and silver plates on her hips with a hydra symbol on each; black and silver wrist coverings, black and silver armored gloves.<p>

Bry is wearing a grey muscle shirt and leather jacket with jeans and combat boots. A silver helm covered her head and shoulder pads were strapped on her jacket's shoulders.

Frieda is wearing her white frilly-on top edges corset, with pale blue shorts, thigh-high stockings, and white knee-length boots.

Ninel is wearing a loose silver-colored off the shoulder halter top with kimono length sleeves on it. She also wears the top with a pair of metallic blue leather combat gloves on with a pair metallic blue denim boy shorts on with black fish net leggings under the shorts. The seventeen year old also wears a pair of silver thigh length leather boots on.

Gingka and Geno is wearing what was described as their clothes above.

They were preparing all the last moment check-ups and they climbed on their winged horses. The pegasi's wings spread apart and they took off with powerful downwards thrusts of their wings. They soared through the air for hours until they saw a small fire. They decided to land to check it out.

The pegasi alighted on the snow-covered ground and took off to be later called by their masters.

The group softly padded through the snow and behind trees to spy on the people around the fire. It was a small group of demons. A group of three. A girl demon with shoulder length black hair with red highlights, tied up in a side ponytail, pure black eyes, a claw like scar on the left shoulder and dark make up, almost like a Goth or emo. And she also wore a lion claw necklace with a flame-shaped ruby gem in the middle. On her right wrist is also a black rose tattoo. She has tanned skin a an hourglass figure. She is dressed in a red bandeau top under a black leather jacket, black skinny jeans, red converse boots, black and red crossed belts, black fingerless glove on the right hand and a red leather bracelet. A katana is strapped to her side.

A demon boy sat next to her. He has light blond hair down right below his ears, sapphire eyes, light skin, and a scar on his eyebrow and another scar on his elbow to his knuckles. He wore a grey scarf tied on his neck, a dark grey ripped up tank top that shows his midriff, black boots, and cream-colored tights also has a grey cloth tied to his wrist with golden wings as a locket tied on it , and a brown belt with sheath where he keeps his katana.

Another girl was standing on the far side of the fire, her back to the angels. Miyako frowned.

"That's her," she whispered to the others. They nodded.

"When are we going to get there, Sakura?" asked the boy.

"It takes a while to find an Angel camp once it has moved location. But I have found it. Patience, Xorn. We will get there soon."

"No offense intended, but how _long_ until we reach the destination? That's what he meant."

"Hush, Kiara. We will be there in two nights. How stupid it is to have a fire during the day..."

"Sakura, why do you want to annihilate that stupid iron angel who maimed Kasumi?"

"Because, Xorn, she is my f****** sister! Who wouldn't defend their sister that is only a fraction of your age?"

"Me," Kiara said.

"Well, that makes perfect sense," said Xorn.

Kiara only glared at the boy, who tried to look innocent. Kiara bitch slapped him across the face.

"OW! Bi-"

"DIE!"

Kiara whacked Xorn with a random log. Xorn punched the other demon in the arm. His fist went astray...

"OW! MY BOOB!"

"AH! I'M SO SORRY!"

"BASTARD!"

"AAH!"

Sakura turned around with her red eye twitching. She rolled her eyes as the two started literally cat fighting. Her nose twitched and she looked in the camp, trying to find the source of the disgusting stench that was filling her nostrils.

"Holy crap! Those are important demons too," said Ninel.

"Yeah, that makes us feel loads better. Thanks, Ninel," said Miyako sarcastically.

"Anytime," said the angel.

"Well, well. No wonder I was smelling crap. Angels are here..."

The group whirled around to find the demons staring at them with pure hatred.

"Seems like our rats have come to US."

"Oh, shit," said Miyako, "we're dead."

"Heh, no kidding," said Geno.

"Now, now, Xorn, Kiara, these fools have no idea who you are."

The demons smiled evilly.

"I am Kiara Summers, The Fire Demon."

"And I am Xorn Astor, Child of Destruction."

"These demons are my most trusted Sergeants. These are the two Sergeants of Underworld!"

The demons laughed like maniacs. The group of Angels looked at each other like 'Crap we're, in trouble.'

* * *

><p>me: YES! I updated! Sorry for the wait. My tablet broke so I couldn't update secretly anymore. i_i But if any of you are Doctor Who fans, I have recently posted a new story. I have a friend on here known as DemonicChickWithaSword and she is doing a story that needs OCs. So please, check out her stories. She needs mostly male Ocs but she will accept chicks. Her story is called Princess of Amilabron. So please check it out.<p>

Sakura: Yeah. Its going to be awesome because I am in it XD

me: You're rude! *whacks with Evil Overlord chair* Review! Sorry for all the cursing. And turns out that fight chapter and OC character death is going to be next chapter. MWAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAH!

Demonic: Dammit! Who is it?

me: MWAHAHAHAHAA! NO SPOILERS!

Demonic: Damn you, Slayer!

me: Yup! Now you with your amazing random sentence.

Demonic: Okay. AWAY, MY GIANT ARMY OF LEPRECHAUNS RIDING STUPID NEON FISH THAT BLOWS UP AND TURNS INTO CUPCAKE POOPING UNICORNS!

me: O.o That's what I like about her XD

Xorn: Review please! We need one more OC! In fact, Slayer will make a contest!

me: Yes! Okay, Rules of Doom!

1. It has to be something that goes along with this story line.

2. You may use any of the OCs and characters already mentioned in the story.

3. You must have fun.

4. You HAVE to have fun.

5. It can either be a fight scene or a dramatic romance scene. I don't know, like someone's crush just died :/

6. It has to be published. Not reviewed or PMed to me.

7. No randomness i_i

8. There has to be a bit of violence.

9. Content must be rated T or under. I don't like reading rated M stuff.

10. Due the 29th of this month, November.

Once you have your entry published, PM me that you do. Otherwise, I would never know to check. In your review to this chapter, tell me if you have decided to join in the fun. Who ever wins gets to send another OC and gets to be the star in my weird and crazy disclaimers.

King: Review!

me: Go away! You haven't even appeared in the story yet!

King: Haha! But now people can put me in their entries! Haha!

me: Go die in a damn hole... But you don't have to because you're my third favorite! XD

Ninel: 'Bye everyone! Review, follow, and favorite!

me: HERE COMES DA SLAYA!


	6. Sakura's Rage and the Dragon's Fight

**Disclaimer: I own nothing but my ideas and mt OCs. The contest is due on the 29th! Hurry if you want your OC in the story! Now, FIGHT CHAPTER!**

**Sakura: WHOO! KILLING PEOPLE!**

**me: Overexcited much? *raises eyebrow***

* * *

><p>"Crap," said Ninel.<p>

"Heh heh, heeeeyyyy guys... How's life?" asked Geno.

Xorn looked at the demons hungrily. Miyako shot him a disgusted look.

"What are we? Steak?"

"No. But you are savory."

The angels wretched.

"I think I am going to barf...," said Bry.

"Oh please, don't," said Gingka.

Sakura began to walk over to the six angels. They backed up as the demon approached. Miyako unsheathed her sword, a large black buster sword inlaid and edged with silver, with a black hilt and handle with serpentine and feather designs. She readied her fighting stance. Bry stood up and unsheathed her long sword as well.

"Come near us two more steps and you will become the Headless Horseman!" threatened Miyako.

Sakura laughed evilly. "Like you'd be able to. You didn't even _scratch_ Iron."

Miyako looked down in shame. Bry growled.

"Shut up!" Bry swung her sword at the demon. Sakura was fast. She immediately swiped her katanas from their sheaths and blocked the sword as quick as lightning. Bry's eyes were wide with astonishment. Sakura shoved, pushing Bry back with the other angels.

"Damn," said Bry.

Frieda glared.

Xorn unsheathed a katana and Kiara unsheathed her own (A/N: What's up with the katanas? O.o Not that I have anything against them, its just everyone loves them O.o).

Geno unhooked her long golden staff from a strap on her back. Gingka unsheathed his buster sword, a sword with a white blade. Ninel took out a silver staff with a diamond shaped center with a blue chalcedony center on it. Frieda held her hands before her, prepared to cast spells.

Miyako smirked. "I won't lose. I have friends and its day time."

Sakura grinned, showing off her monstrous white fangs. "That's where you're wrong..."

* * *

><p><span><strong>Meanwhile in the Underworld<strong>

Iron grinned as the Naiad Sorceress's eyes fluttered open in her healing tub. The dark blue orbs were glazed over as she tried to focus. She sat up from the liquid and rubbed her eyes.

"Wh-Where is Sakura?" asked the naiad.

"Off getting revenge," replied the Steel Dragon.

"Sounds like her."

"Listen, Sakura has a favor of you."

"Well, iron breath, what is it?"

"Yup. You're healed. She needs the biggest storm you can brew up. She's out hunting in the day."

Kasumi smiled. "I can do that."

Iron's grin grew wider.

* * *

><p><span><strong>Back at the Battle Scene<strong>

The sun was suddenly blotted out by a large clump of conspicuous clouds.

"When was there supposed to be clouds this week?" asked Frieda.

"I don't remember a forecast of cloudy for today," added Geno.

The sky became stormy as suddenly as Sakura had armed herself. The sun completely vanished, and rain fell in a light sprinkle. The angels felt a sudden tiredness, like the souls of the river Styx were dragging them down.

"The Naiad Sorceress has done her job well," said Xorn.

"There's no sunlight, stupid Angels," said Kiara.

The angels paled at this realization. They will be weaker, while the monsters will be stronger.

"Oh crap," said Frieda.

Miyako smirked. "You said a bad word."

"'Crap' is not a bad word! Its only another word for poo!"

"So is 'shit'."

"NO BAD WORDS!"

Xorn smiled at the two girls as they were distracted. He sprung forward, and took a swipe with his sword, aiming for Arcadia. Ninel shrieked and held up her staff as the katana was about to behead her. There was a spark as the two weapons came in contact with each other.

Ninel pushed and held up her hand.

"Icicle Spear!"

A spear of ice appeared in her hands and she threw it at Xorn. He dodged the attack and held his hands out, but not before Geno whacked him on the back of the head with her staff.

The battle began.

Bry spread her wings and grabbed Miyako's arms, lifting the both of them into the air and came back down in a dive bomb. Kiara held her weapon up and crouched, preparing to launch herself at her enemies attack. Xorn growled and rubbed the back of his head. Sakura just sat back on a stump and watched, grinning evilly at the little fight.

Miyako swung her sword at Kiara, who parried and took a swing back at the angel. Miyako kicked Kiara in the face. The demon growled. Bry beet her blue dragon wings hard, lifting herself into the air. Kiara extended both her hands out before her.

"Raging Fire!"

A huge gust of red hot flame erupted from the girl's hands and blew toward the airborne angels. Bry flapped her wings extra hard, lifting her and her friend higher into the air and quickly zoomed away to avoid the raging fire storm. Unfortunately, Miyako's calf got burned.

"Argh! Dammit!"

Miyako clutched her injured calf. She looked at the smirking fire demon, hate evident in the iron angel's eyes.

"Oh, she's gonna get it."

"I think its a good idea to try some different skin," hinted Bry.

"Good idea. Hydra Armor!"

The washing sensation overcame Miyako. Her skin turned to iron scales as if it was water washing down her body. Kiara frowned.

"Miyako, Sakura is just sitting there. What is it you think she's thinking about?"

Miyako directed her attention over to The Grim Reaper. Bry was right. Sakura was just sitting in the same spot, watching the other angels occupy their time with Xorn. Miyako had an idea. She told it to Bry, who regretfully approved, knowing it will turn out wrong.

The dragon hybrid closed her eyes and mumbled a few inaudible syllables, suddenly vanishing along with Miyako.

Sakura's nose twitched. That's funny. There's nothing around -oh...

Sakura instantly vanished when Bry suddenly became visible again with Miyako swinging her sword (A/N: I SWING MY SWORD, SWORD. SWORD MY DIAMOND SWORD, SWORD!). Sakura appeared again behind them, kicking Bry in between her shoulder blades where her wings sprouted from. Bry screamed in agony and collapsed in the mud from pain, though still conscious. Miyako lay beside her friend, clutching her pained calf.

"You think I wouldn't expect that?" asked Sakura in a taunting tone. "I know how wings work besides."

"How would you know?" spat Miyako.

Sakura only smiled wickedly. "Because I have them, too."

Large black wings erupted from the demon's back. The bones are scaly and inky black, and the membranes were made of shadows writhing like liquid. Bry looked disbelievingly and Miyako stared at Sakura with pure white shock.

"Shit. That's going to be a problem," said Miyako.

"NO BAD WORDS!" came a voice in the distance, who we can all guess who it belongs to (lol).

"ALRIGHT, MOTHER!" replied the Child of Hydra.

Bry facepalmed.

Sakura unsheathed one of her katanas. The black blade glowed a blood red as it magically transformed into a scythe. The pole is black, and the blade is an evil silver. Dark grey chains wrapped around the blade as well as the pole. It shone a dark red, as if all of the blood of its victims were still on it, even though it was perfectly clean.

Miyako and Bry paled.

"Miyako?"

"Yes?"

"Why did you fight that stupid demon?"

"Are you implying that the entire reason we're here is my fault?"

"... Yes..."

"Thanks, you make me feel so much better..."

"That's what friends are for heh heh..."

"Mm-hm..."

Sakura raised her weapon, and hurtled it down. An agonizing scream erupted from one of the demon's throats...

Everyone looked at the three. No one breathed, and no one moved. The tip of the blade had broken through Miyako's armor of iron and had imbedded itself in the side of her stomach. Tears welled in the girl's plum eyes. Bry's own blue eyes were flooded with tears.

Sakura pulled the blade from the angel's flesh. She wiped it clean with her own glove, smiling as she had made Miyako's pain worse.

The iron angel gripped her side, tears wracking her body. Oh, she was in so much pain. It hurt worse than having a grease burn... And those things hurt O.o

Anger flooded through Bry's veins. The anger felt good, but it hurt. It was searing. She looked up at Sakura, pure hatred glazed over the dragon hybrid's blue eyes. How dare this woman hurt the only person who actually understood her. How dare she even come looking for them. How dare she even exist. How dare she even be alive. How dare she even be looking at them. HOW DARE SHE EVEN SHOW HER STUPID DAMN F****** FACE TO THIS WORLD! She's going to pay for even _thinking_ of hurting her best friend.

Bry stood up and outstretched her wings, giving her the appearance that she is larger than she is, as what a dragon would do to challenge another dragon. The wings began to grow, and her teeth became long and jagged. Her skin appeared to boil, slowly taking on a texture like scales. Her skin became a tinted blue shade, which slowly began to grow darker. Her nail transformed into long, sharp black talons. Her ears pointed and grew to be a foot long. Her hair grew. Her skin was completely scales now, a dark shade of blue. Her size increased, causing her clothes to rip off and show off her scaled body. Her neck elongated, her hair running down it like a spine. Black horns sprouted from the crown of her head, and her snout stretched. A scaly tail sprouted from her buttocks and a sharp, pointed blade formed at the end, Her body grew, taking on the form of a great lizard.

The new dragon roared.

Xorn and Kiara's faces paled in pure white fright. You couldn't really tell with Sakura. She's as white as the screen you're staring at... If the backdrop is white...

"B-B-B-B-B-Bry?" asked Miyako, shocked at what her best friend had become.

Sakura's smile grew wider.

"I thought that dragons are extinct."

Dragon Bry growled, baring monstrous teeth.

"Do you know why they're all gone?" Sakura's tone suggested something awful, and her blood red eyes twinkled with pure evil. "I killed them all..."

Dragon Bry howled with rage. Sakura's smile widened. Her scythe lengthened and she beet her wings hard, rising up high into the air. She made it a few good hundred feet before Dragon Bry began to fly after her.

The other people watched in disbelief as Bry had turned into an actual extinct being, and is now chasing one of the most powerful demons of all time. Xorn and Kiara took this chance to advance on the distracted angels. Xorn came at Ninel and Gingka while Kiara came from the opposite side toward Geno and Frieda.

The angels were barely in time to notice the demons advancing upon them. Geno looked, seeing Kiara coming at her at a high speed. The girl quickly parried the blow, but causing her knees to buckle and being forced a few good feet back. Geno's eyebrows furrowed as she concentrated, holding her arms out at her sides, giving her the appearance of a cross. The demons hissed and spat at this action.

"Innocent Shine," said Geno in a wispy voice.

Her form glowed a soft white, but then started getting stronger and more intense. Kiara's eyes widened in realization.

"Xorn, get back!"

Kiara sheathed her sword and unhooked the casing from her belt, whacking the other demon in the gut and sending him flying back. Geno suddenly burst into blinding light, surrounding the fire demon. Kiara shut her eyes tight.

Sakura hissed and looked away.

Xorn turned away, blocking the light with his arm snarling.

The other angels felt re-energized at the warm feeling of the light. Dragon Bry roared in triumph and swatted away the leading demon. Sakura hit her back on a tree, a pained grunt coming from her throat. Frieda advanced upon Xorn and held out her hands.

"Diamond Rain!"

The pouring water above the girl crystallized and pelted down on the Child of Destruction. Xorn shrieked like a scared kitten.

"Nya! Time Erase!"

Sn invisible shield steadied itself in front of Xorn, protecting himself from the nymph-angel hybrid. Frieda saw this coming. As soon as the shield was down, she swung her arm downwards in a diagonal direction, turning more drops to turn to crystals. This time, the diamonds hit their target. Hard.

"OW! Dammit!"

"No cursing!" scolded Frieda.

"Shut the heaven up, woman!"

Frieda gasped. Well, someone's pissed O.o

"Luminous Beam!"

Frieda's eyes glowed a bright white before a deadly beam, more powerful with Geno's warm light energizing the caster, blasted at Xorn. Xorn barely managed to roll away from the laser. But not without scathing his arm REALLY bad :)

As Geno's light began to waver, the angels felt tired. Geno went out. Her knees buckled from exhaustion. Gingka ran over to her and slung the angel over his shoulder.

"I... I've never been able to hold out that long..."

"Now there, there. Just rest," cooed Gingka.

He placed her on the wet dirt under a tree, the girl sighing in relief before passing out. He looked back at where Kiara was. Kiara was kneeling in the mud, covering her eyes with her hands. She shuddered as she spaced them away from her face. She was pretty ruffed up, with scars and short gashed all over her body. She was red and burnt in some spots, but that didn't stop her from moving around.

"I-I am The Fire Demon... You expect me to be seriously injured from that?" asked the girl in a taunting tone, despite the wince at the beginning of her sentence.

"Crap," muttered Gingka.

Dragon Bry was having a battle with Sakura. The general deflected every attack and swipe of the dragon's claws with her large heavy scythe. Sakura was smiling out of pure adrenaline rush, hyperness, and to finally be able to fight.

"C'mon! I've fought dragons better than this! In fact, you're just a hatchling compared to them."

This got Dragon Bry angry. She drew her head back, jerking her head forward and spitting a long blast of red hot flames at Sakura. Sakura's eyes widened in shock before she pumped her wings and took off from the ground, narrowly avoiding the fire.

She held a hand before her and closed her eyes. (A/N: Ooh! You get to see something Sakura can do! XD)

"Swirling Catastrophe!"

A swirling black funnel of darkness like a tornado erupted in a storm from Sakura's hands. The demon general cackled wickedly as she unleashed the spell.

The darkness hit Dragon Bry, knocking the 30-foot dragon onto its side. The dragon girl glared at the airborne demon with blue sapphires. Dragon Bry let loose a column of flame in Sakura's direction, searing the teenager's left wing. A scream of anger exploded from the angry demon's throat throat.

Sakura impacted on the ground with such force that it created a crater. Sakura swayed as she stood to a kneel and placed her hands on her charred wing.

"Sh-Shadow Heal. Argh!"

Sakura grunted in pain as darkness gathered from around her and magically mended her wing. She sighed in relief. The demon glared at the now back-on-all-fours dragon who was poised and ready to attack.

Sakura stood, and the other demons retreated. The other angels wondered why.

"Yeah, back you stupid demons!" chanted Miyako.

The other angels gave her a 'Really?' look. Miyako rubbed the back of her head in embarrassment.

Sakura's skin seemed to boil and took on a greyish hue. It became a hard scaly texture. Her ears elongated to about a foot, and her canines grew to the length of forks. Her skin is now a dark, dead grey. Her eyes became darker and slitted, and her arms lengthened disproportionately. Her size grew, ripping and tearing her armor off her body, revealing thick patches of dark forest green fur around her forearms, calves and shins, her lower region, palms and lower half of her fingers, feet, and chest. Her nails and toenails turned black and grew to be a foot long. A tail sprouted from her buttocks and wrapped around her leg. The tail was black, with a complicated cluster of crystals and metal spades sprouting from the tip. The body of her tail was plated with heavy armor scale pieces.

Sakura's hair grew and tangled, with black horns sprouting from the crown of her head, growing to be about two feet long and slightly twisted at the bases. Her wings grew to be monstrous, with white talons growing from the joint.

Sakura roared in triumph and anger. The angels paled. Ninel and Gingka fainted. Miyako's mouth hung wide open, and Frieda was tear faced with fear.

That girl is really _this_ monster thing?

Frieda added to the group of passed out people, which included Geno, Ninel, Gingka, and now her. Miyako, aside from Dragon Bry, is now the only angel conscious.

"All who fear, bow to me now or live your after lives in my father's dungeons for eternity!" roared Sakura in a gravelly voice. Miyako raised her sword and Dragon Bry crouched to make a full on attack. Sakura scoffed.

"Very well, if that is what you wish. DIE!"

The demon sprung forward onto Dragon Bry, knocking her enormous shoulder into the dragon's side. Dragon Bry grunted at the impact, but used her left front paw to brace herself against the attack. She shoved back, pushing Demon Sakura onto all fours. The demon hissed. She reared up and spread her wings, Dragon Bry doing the same in return, and took to the sky in one graceful beat of the wings.

The creatures spaced from each other in the sky, and then zoomed toward each other, knocking their bodies together in an all out struggle to wrap each others jaws around the others throat. They rammed their heads, locking their horns together, and tried to jab the other with the lethal tips of their tails.

Demon Sakura jabbed hers into Dragon Bry's thick thigh, earning an angry hiss echo from the dragon's throat. Dragon Bry hooked one of her talons on Demon Sakura's right arm, earning an irritated growl.

"Its been too long since I've fought a dragon," muttered the demon.

"How long has it been?" asked the dragon.

"About 1,275 years," concluded Demon Sakura.

Dragon Bry roared, pushing back Demon Sakura and spaced away, preparing to speed back for another clash. Demon Sakura hid a surprise behind her back, smiling wickedly.

Dragon Bry zoomed back in... Demon Sakura's smile grew... And they impacted.

An agonizing roar filled the stormy air, partnered by the most evil laugh. The laugh was so cold and heartless, it could rival the Devil's.

The sound of beating wings was still heard. The expression on the dragon's face was of pure white pain. The dragon looked down, only to find the tip of Demon Sakura's tail imbedded deeply into her scaly stomach. The dragon cocked her head to be looking the demon right into the eyes. Pure hatred could be seen in Dragon Bry's sapphire eyes.

And then, she fell.

And then... She died...


	7. Miyako Awakens

**Disclaimer: I OWN NOTHING! Well, except Sakura-you know what? You already know what I don't and do own. Alright, the update most of you have been waiting for! THE WINNER OF MY CONTEST IS...**
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**DEMONICCHICKWITHASWORD!**

**Her story, One Last Breath, was amazing. She was *this* close to making me weep. And I don't cry easy. So that's saying something. Anywho, thank you all who entered. I absolutely loved the way everyone wrote. All your writing styles are impressive. Demonix, well done on the emotion. FlameSolaria99, well done on the descriptions. Star's Roaring Blaze, amazing on the character's personalities. Fallenbey, you PMed it to me, breaking my rule, but I will still acknowledge how well you did. A few grammar mistakes, but well done. A VIRTUAL COOKIE FOR ALL!  
><strong>

**(::) (::) (::) (::)**

**WHOO! Alright, on with the eye-popping chapter that I'm not super sure how eye-popping it will be. I promise I'll do my best. Okay, ON WITH IT!**

**Sakura: How about you try typing this crap.**

**me: SHUT IT! KEEP TYPING OR I WILL USE THE NEEDLE ON YOU!**

**Sakura: *shakes* N-N-Needles... *continues typing***

* * *

><p>As Dragon Bry came in contact with the cold, we, unforgiving ground, a large wave of mud erupted into the air and the ground shook. The liquid calmed, leaking into a large, humongous crater. The human Bry lay in the middle, completely motionless. No sign of breathing, no sign of life. The group of angels slid into the crater to aid their lost friend. Miyako gripped her side as she slid down the muddy side.<p>

"Bry!" she screamed.

The group kneeled next to their fallen friend.

"She has a lot of spunk," said Sakura in an evil tone. "She'd make a wonderful demon."

"No! You don't know her! She has always been nice! She's always been friendly, and supportive, and protective. She will always fight for what she believes in, no matter how damn stubborn she is!"

The other angels stared at Miyako with new found respect. These two truly were friends. Tears overflowed from Miyako's eye balls, making thin rivers down her cheeks that looked like melted, pure silver. The tears of an angel. The most powerful healing source within four surrounding galaxies.

Miyako braced her weight against her sword, slowly lifting herself up to stand. She shakily raised her large buster sword, the sharpened tip aimed at Sakura's loveless heart. Miyako's eyes were completely black.

The other angels whimpered.

"The Angel's Rage," whispered Gingka.

"You know what its called?" asked Ninel and Geno in unison, which they gave each other weird looks.

"Yeah. Father told me about it. Its what happens when an Angel is truly angry. It rarely happens, mostly due to us being so perfect. But there are moments when nobody but our Lord, our God, and Jesus are perfect. (A/N: Song of Hope, did I do this explanation right? Tell me about it and what it should sound like if I didn't. Thank you!) This is a perfect reason when something like this should ever happen."

Miyako jumped high into the air, a golden glow emanating from her. She shot back down, her sword aimed for Demon Sakura's heart. Demon Sakura smiled evilly, raising her massive hand to parry the blow. The sword clanged as it came in contact with the hard scales that cover the demon's body. Miyako braced her legs against the demon's arm, tugging and pulling, attempting to get her sword untangled from Demon Sakura's dark green fur. With a sigh, Sakura swapped lazily at the tiny angel, pushing the girl back to the ground.

With a grunt of effort, Miyako managed to stand up on her feet again. A deep rich honey gold glowed from her form, suddenly giving her the real appearance of an angel, with long wavy and layered golden hair, bright purple plum eyes, heavy golden eyeliner, gold, black, and silver feathered wings, a golden circlet on her head, and a silk toga. For a moment, Miyako looked like the real angel inside her, but it quickly vanished, leaving her in her normal attire.

Miyako knitted her eye brows together in deep concentration as she held out both her hands, palms facing Sakura. She suddenly flung them to her sides, making herself look like a cross. A bright green magic circle appeared before her.

"Mystic and Holy Dance of Swords!"

A sword of every kind materialized out of thin air with a small poof of gold dust. Tears poured down Miyako's cheeks, rising into the air when ever they slid from her jaw. Each tear spread itself over each sword's blade like butter, turning the blades milky white while shining a silver aura. Bright green light shot up from underneath Miyako's feet, lighting up her figure from below.

Kiara and Xorn cowered behind a tree from where they were, hissing and clawing at the sudden light.

The swords grew brighter.

Sakura covered her eyes with her arms, attempting to shield her eyes from the brightness.

The swords suddenly shot forward, hundreds at a time, all impacting against Demon Sakura and the other two demons. Demon Sakura screamed in rage and pain as the swords covered in an angel's holy tears burned her scales. The demon spread her wings, swords just passing through the membranes of shadow, and took to the air quickly.

"You're not getting away! Not after what you've done to Bry!" screamed Miyako. She waved her arm, making more swords appear and shoot towards the large airborne demon. Sakura grunted in pain as the swords hit her scales again. She hissed and jabbed her armed tail where Miyako stood. Gingka barely managed to push her out of the way, with Geno pulling him back to safety as well.

Demon Sakura unleashed a mighty roar before landing on the ground.

"You are all finished! Rumble of the Night Demon!"

Sakura opened her ghastly mouth, revealing sharp teeth and long canines. Smokey shadow curled from the back of her throat, growing in density and pressure before shooting at the defenseless angels in a column of deadly shadow. Frieda grabbed Miyako's arm and gathered everyone around her, holding out her hands.

"Luminous Shield!"

The bright shield wrapped itself around the group like a bubble, flickering as the darkness impacted on the surface. Frieda's eyes narrowed and she bared her teeth in pain. She grunted as she held up her hands, barely managing to keep the shield up. Her knees bent before she came down to a kneel.

"Its too much!" panicked Ninel.

"We're all gonna die!" screamed Gingka while bunching his hair around his fists in panic.

"I-I'v-v-v-ve got this, g-g-guys," panted Frieda. Her eyes were closed, she was turning a deathly pale white, she was breating heavily, and her body was about to collapse. It is simply too much. Is it the end for them? Are they done for? Is this really it? They're going to die, just like that?

"No, you don't," said Ninel in a hard tone. She stood up and held her hands crossed over each other before her. "You're not alone. You're never alone. We're all here for you, and always will be. With friends like us, there's no reason to protect anyone alone. Got that?"

Frieda's eyes were wide with wonder. The girl smiled and nodded in understanding.

"I'm not alone. Never"

"That's right. Never forget it. Glacier Barrier!"

Icicles and glaciers erupted from the ground, aiding Frieda in her effort to protect her friends. Ninel grunted loudly from strain, pressure, and pain. Mostly pain. Frieda smiled happily to herself. She's not the only one out there who will do anything to protect her friands. Anything. She felt a great burden lifted from her shoulders. She finally felt free of something, and with this, she sighed in even more content happiness.

Reality soon came crashing down on them both as Sakura increased the intensity of her attack, making both the angels scream in agony. Even with the both of them holding up against the demon, this will not last long. And worse is, they knew it.

The shield flickered, and the ice began to crack.

This will end shortly.

Miyako stood up. Hasn't it been a little over an hour? 30 minutes? She's going to try it. It may not be very long, but she knew a ways to temporarily help her friends.

"Hydra Armor!"

Her skin became iron and she walked outside of the shield, turning her back against the darkness.

"MIYAKO!" screamed the angels.

"ARE YOU INSANE?!" screamed Geno.

"YOU'LL FREAKING DIE!" screamed Ninel.

"S-So? I'll be helping you guys. Better you than me."

"How can you say such a thing?" asked Gingka.

Frieda and Ninel sighed in small relief with the extra protection, but who knew how long Miyako's skin will be able to stand all that pressure? They're about to collapse. They're too tired; exhausted. Miyako felt her power and energy being sapped quicker than a leech or a mosquito can suck your blood. Frieda is on the brink of collapse. Ninel is about two minutes from passing out. All the angels are scared, with bloody cuts and gashes that are also sapping their strength. Gingka grabbed Miyako's arm and pulled her back into the shield, just as she passed out and her iron armor disappeared.

The two angels holding up their defense screamed.

Its too much.

Oh, Lord, please help them.

They're exhausted, and practically about to die.

_Oh, Lord, our father, help us_, prayed Gingka. At least it is worth a try.

Nothing happened.

No one is coming.

No help.

This... this is it.

"Ember Strike!"

A shower of burning embers rained down on Demon Sakura, making her topple over from the sudden force. The force of the darkness stopped, and Frieda and Ninel collapsed.

Gingka looked up and a huge smile cracked his scared and bruised face.

"Tragoúdi Elpídas!"

* * *

><p>WHOO! NEW CHAPTER! DemonicChickWithaSword, please submit an OC. Thank you! It can be on either side you want it to be! BAIS!<p>

HERE COMES DA SLAYA!


	8. Death and Hope

**Disclaimer: Thank you all who reviewed! I love you all! You guys give me such amazing inspiration! WHOO! Here's a new chappie dedicated to TheAlmightFireHawk as an apology. I'm sorry I killed Bry. She was honestly one of my favorite characters. And that is exactly WHY I killed her. No one expected it. So, this is dedicated to TheAlmightFireHawk and Bry. TO THE NEXT CHAPTER!**

* * *

><p>"Tragoúdi Elpídas!"<p>

The regal Generals of Heaven floated in the air, lightly beating their beautiful wings. Hope's hand was outstretched, and she was dressed in glamorous battle armor. She wore a golden breastplate over a green shirt, curved golden armor with hinges of her tops of her wings, and instead of being in a dress, her outfit is a leotard with golden armor that looks kind like a pair of briefs, held up with a leather belt. Her legs have golden protectors on them as well, and a pair of leather black ballet flats. Her golden hair was tied up in a high ponytail.

Alex wore a white gown with the sides split and silver gleaming armor. Her head is adorned with a silver regal crown with a pearl inserted in the middle and her boots were black leather with pieces of metal on the ankles and knees.

Kyoya wore bronze armor with sculpted muscles and a dark green shirt. His pants are leather and his feet are clad in brown leather boots. He wore a bronze headpiece with an emerald inserted in the middle.

Dunamis wore light lavender robes and white armor, along with white leather boots. He to wore a headpiece, but it was white with an amethyst in the middle. The other three Generals also had armor on their wings. A beautiful glow shone from their forms, shedding a holy light that re-energized Gingka and Geno.

Demon Sakura raised her arm and hissed angrily.

"Leave, demon," commanded Hope.

"You are not supposed to be on the surface," added Kyoya.

Demon Sakura scoffed.

"But I am on the surface. And I don't want to leave until The Child of Hydra is dead."

An angry expression crossed Hope's face. Sakura smirked.

"You are evil."

"Well, duh! I'm the Devil's child! What else am I supposed to be? Its what I was born to do."

Alex sighed.

"No. There is a good reason why everyone is born."

Sakura glared at the angel. Alex glared back.

"Come back with me, Sakura."

Sakura's eyes widened before turning dark red with rage.

"There is no way I'm betraying Father."

"You know he isn't your father! You were suppos-"

"SHUT UP! Just because you're an angel doesn't mean I have to obey you! And neither does the fact you're five seconds older than me!"

Silence.

Gingka stared in wonder. Now, he may be an only child, but he knows a sibling fight when he sees one.

And he's definitely seeing one.

"Wait!" he cried out. Everyone turned to look at the Pegasus Lord. "Y-Y-YOU'RE SISTERS! FOR REAL!"

"Um, yeah, Horse For Brains," said Sakura with a sigh.

Alex lowered her head.

"I've been trying to hide it since we were born."

"Its shameful for a Demon to be sisters to an Angel."

"And an Angel sisters to a Demon."

"Enough with the tough family reunion," said Kyoya.

Hope looked at Sakura, fire burning in her bright green eyes.

"You, Sakura Satan, have murdered an Angel by the name of Bryony, The Assassin. You are to be severely punished!"

"What are ya gonna do? Spank me?" challenged the demon.

Kiara and Xorn walked out from the tree they were hiding behind as Sakura shrunk back to be standing in her elfish form, dressed in her battle armor and holding her vicious scythe. Kiara and Xorn unsheathed their katanas again and readied their stances for battle. Hope sighed.

"Of course, you wish for more slaughter. Very well. Angels, please join me."

The four put their hands together in prayer, and time seemed to slow around them as they recited as one.

"My Lord in Heaven, who created me and gave me Life, the One who gave me the powers I now have, I call upon You to grant me access to those powers so that I may smite Your enemies and bring all those closer to Your kingdom. I ask that this be done so in Your name, and that You receive all the glory from this battle that I fight so that all those who walk upon this Earth will know of Your glory and power. I pray that I only use this power upon Your enemies, and that if my attacks should stray that those not Your enemies will be protected by Your love and grace through a divine shield that not even the highest of angels could break through. All of this I ask through the Son so that it may reach the Father. In this name, the name of the Son I pray, Amen."

Time and reality fell back in place and the demons attacked as three. The angels blocked the attack, and Dunamis jumped into the air and hurled a large white staff at Sakura's wings. Sakura saw this coming, however, and turned into shadow, reappearing behind him. Dunamis quickly turned to parry the heavy blow struck by Sakura.

"Foul Demon, begone! Cygnus's Rain!"

White sharp feathers materialized in the air and rocketed toward the airborne demon at high speeds. The feathers passed through Sakura as she turned her form into shadowy wisps. She became solid again.

"Ice Blade!" called Xorn, the tip of his katana turning into ice. He struck at Hope, who merely raised her armored arm and blocked the attack. Hope pulled a golden hilt with crosses on each side from the folds of her robes. She lightly kissed the tip, golden and orange flames erupting from the space she kissed, Xorn hissing as he raised his arm to block the light from his eyes.

"Behold, the holy flames that will bring your destruction!"

Xorn held up his sword.

"Come at me, bro."

Hope frowned and lunged, swinging her sword with sharp precision. Xorn barely managed to block the first two attacks, but on the third, Hope managed to stab him in the thigh.

"AAAAAAAHHHHHH!" screamed the demon. Kiara was immediately at his side.

"C'mon, stupid!"

She pulled him to his feet and dragged him behind a tree, hoping to have gone unnoticed.

Heh, she was wrong :)

"There you are!"

Kyoya landed in front of the two, making Kiara gasp.

"Y-You..."

"Hello, Kiara. Its been a while."

Kiara looked sad. Xorn noticed this. He pinched her... Hard.

"OW! ASSHOLE!"

She swatted him.

"N-N-No cursing!" came a weak voice from whom we can all guess who said it. (A/N: lol)

Kiara looked back at the General before her.

"So... This is where you've gone off to. Playing soldier with the enemy. How... Why would you do this to me?"

Kiara held her face in her hands, crying. Xorn wanted to pinch her again, but felt she needed to let something loose. He knew what was coming.

"Why would you do this to me?... HOW COULD YOU DO THIS TO ME!?"

Kiara's face was red, and so where her eyes that reflected anger, hurt, and the feeling of betrayal.

Kyoya sighed.

"Nice to see you too. Listen, I don't want to hurt you. You can walk away quietly if you want."

"Kidding? After what you've made me do?"

"Its not my problem."

"You're the reason it happened!"

"But I'm not the one who decided I wanted to stop living."

Kiara was silent.

She thought it over.

"But... Its the reason why I'm a demon."

"... You can't come back. You're no longer able to come back. You knew what you were doing, but you decided to fall anyway."

"But... Is it possible for me to come back?"

Xorn growled.

"You would never do such a thing!"

Kiara looked down at her hands sadly. She wanted to be with Kyoya, but she is a demon. And even if she can't go back, she can still love him. They're all horrible. She shuddered. She hated this. But can she still have feelings for this angel? Can she, one of the Two Sergeants of the Underworld, do such a thing?

Xorn noticed Kiara questioning herself. Oh no she doesn't. He needs to remind her who's side she's on. Despite his injury, he hefted his sword and dragged it so that it would be hidden behind his back.

"Kiara, don't listen to the jackass."

Kyoya growled.

"You don't need to be an Angel. You are perfect."

"R-Really, Xorn?"

"Yeah. You are one of the best fighters that have been in military existence of the Underworld."

"... You just said something that makes no sense at all..."

Xorn sighed.

"You're a really good fighter. There, that simplifies it. Happy?"

"A bit, thanks."

"Xorn Astor," said Kyoya in a threatening tone, "you have just interfered in an Angel's conversation. You call yourself the Child of Destruction? Well, meet destruction's true colors."

Kyoya unsheathed a beautiful bronze sword that shone like a star. Xorn was already there. He swung his katana at Kyoya's legs, causing the boy to jump back in surprise.

"Dammit! Help me, Kiara!"

Kiara lifted her sword, still unsure of what she's about to do. Can she care for this boy? Is it possible? No. He did such an awful thing to her. He broke her heart. She's happy to be a Demon. Why? She now has the power to destroy Kyoya Tategami. Forever. She held her hand before her, ready to cast a spell.

"Remember what we practiced, Xorn?"

"Yeah."

"Ready yourself."

Xorn started a fast sprint at the Angel General, shouting, "Pierce the Soul!"

Ice crystals materialized, but Kyoya was too fast. The General dodged all the attacks, as they were all too slow. Kiara smiled evilly as she casts her spell.

"Wild Wind Fire Dance!"

A tornado of fire erupted from her palms and took full form, the ice crystals Xorn continued to summon riding the flames and speeding toward Kyoya. One managed to rip through his robe, and another small one managed to lodge itself in his ankle. He grunted in agony.

"OW! Wild Wind Hurricane Dance!"

A tornado, or hurricane, gushed from his own palms, wiping out all ice crystals and Kiara's much smaller fire tornado. Kiara screamed her rage. She prepared to cat another spell. Its time that this stupid angel goes down. Forever. _Bry will not be the only Angel who dies tonight_, Kiara thought evilly.

"Fire Strike!"

Fire swirled around her fingers and combined to form a long devilish arrow. She pulled back her arm as though pulling back the string of a bow, and released, sending the arrow and many more at the General.

"Die, Kyoya Tategami!"

"NO!" someone screamed.

The arrow impacted, sending Kyoya flying through the air.

Kiara felt something stab her in the middle of her back, pressure pointing her to freeze. She growled as she looked up, seeing Hope scared and bruised. She has obviously stopped fighting Sakura to come to Kyoya's aid. Hope's eyes were a dark green with rage.

"No one else shall die tonight, Kiara Summers. This is it!"

Silver tears leaked down Hope's face. Kiara growled.

"So, how's the relationship?"

"W-What?"

"You and Kyoya. How's it been going?"

"I... I don't know what you're talking about!"

"Aw, don't play like that. I know you two are together. That's the reason I'm a demon. I saw you two snogging one night."

"You saw us?"

"Yeah. Just think, the reason I fell was because of you. All you."

Hope had a look of pure terror on her face, not believing that _she_ was the reason a wonderful person such as Kiara is a demon. Hope walked around to face the girl from the front, and kneeled. She looked at Kiara with more tears streaming down her face. Then, she took Kiara in an embrace, sobbing.

"I-I-I am so sorry..."

"Uhhhhhh..."

"KIARA!"

Xorn was about to pounce the Angel General and stab her, and Hope saw this coming too late. Kiara saw this.

_She's sorry._

_She's sorry._

_She's sorry._

_SHE'S SORRY!_

"NO!"

Kiara shoved Hope out of the way, taking Xorn's blow to the heart. Xorn's face was blank. Why would she do this? He pulled the sword from her body and threw it to the side. Kiara had a happy look on her face; bliss. She was happy, truly happy.

"X-Xorn..."

"Yes?"

"Sh... She's sorry..."

Kiara's form slumped, dead.

Hope's eyes were wide.

_She saved me? But why? I'm her enemy..._

The angel smiled. She knew Kiara wasn't completely gone. Kyoya smiled.

_That's my Kiara._

Xorn was devastated. His best friend... gone... forever...

Sakura stood behind him and sighed.

"It was only a matter of time."

"You knew this was going to happen?!"

"I saw it coming. I'm the Grim Reaper. I know when everyone dies."

"Why couldn't you stop it?!"

"It was a fixed point in time. I couldn't do anything about it."

"Yeah, you could've!"

"No. I would've created a paradox. Let's go."

"But... Sakura!"

Sakura gave him a dark bloody look. She had a bloody gash running down from the bottom of her left eye down to her jaw. That's gonna end up being a scar...

Xorn gulped. Best not to mess with the Grim Reaper when she gives you that look.

Xorn obediently grasped Sakura's arm and they vanished into a swirl of shadow, retreating back to the Underworld. Hope helped up Kyoya and Gingka lifted up Bry. Dunamis whistled and a large blue pegasus glided down from the sky, dragging along a large wagon. Geno assisted the Pegasus Lord with packing all the dead and unconscious bodies into the wagon.

"What are we gonna do with her?" asked Alex when she saw Kiara's dead body in the mud.

"... Leave her," said Hope.

"We all agreed?" asked Kyoya.

All the Generals nodded.

"Well then, we should go back to camp. Thank our Lord this is over."

And they left the site.

* * *

><p>Bry's body lay in a coffin of gold in a stream of clouds. The Angels have gathered back to Heaven to behold a ceremony for the girl. Everyone was crying, silver tears gushing from their eye balls. Alex stepped up to a podium of shining silver and held up an old leather bound book.<p>

"We have gathered here, to mourn our lost comrade and best friend, Bryony, The Assassin. Do not let the name fool you. She was a wonderful, pure hearted Angel, an amazing friend, and a stupendous warrior. She was an assassin of hope. She vanquished many Demons, and brought light everywhere she lay her feet upon. Today, we pray to our Lord, our God, our holy Father. we pray that our friend may come back again soon, so that she may continue to do what she does best: bring a smile upon the face of the most devastated, to smile and shed light upon those who need it, and to be the golden Angel of love we all truly miss. Join me in prayer."

All the Angels joined hands and Hope stepped up to the podium.

"Our holly Father, our Lord, we pray. We beg that Bryony may come back to us soon. We beg that her spirit is brighter, her smile whiter, and her laugh merrier. We ask, Lord, that when she comes back, she will be shielded by Your holy embrace, that she will be happier, and that she is as wonderful as the sun shining. We thank You, amen."

"AMEN!"

The angels cheered and threw flowers into Bry's bed. Miyako walked up to the coffin, her side bandaged as well as her left arm and her head. A silver tear ran down her cheek as she laid a bundle of red sweet smelling roses by Bry's pale face.

"I'll see you again soon. 'Bye."

The golden coffin then rode down the stream of fluffy clouds and out of sight, now within the arms of Jesus.

"You better come back."

The angels left, but Miyako stood in that same spot over night, never resting, some part of her hoping to see Bry swoop down from the sky and lift her up, carrying her off to another adventure.

But it didn't happen.

And soon, Miyako feel asleep.

Kyoya walked by, noticing the sleeping angel curled up om the cloudy ground. He sighed. Its been a long day, and she deserved to sleep in her old room. Kyoya picked her up and carried her home. He laid her in her bed, kissed her fore head lightly, and left.

Little did he know that Miyako was crying that night.


	9. The Beginning of a Tournament

**Disclaimer: I own nothing except Sakura, Kasumi, Iron, and Alex! Oh, and the pretty damn awesome idea for this story. Everyone loves it! I'm so happy! You guys keep pushing me forward, and because its Winter Break for me, I have much more time to update for everyone. Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>"RAAAAWWWWR!"<p>

Sakura roared. She was in her demon state while tearing down obsidian towers and buildings deep within Hell, in the part no one ever dares to go down to anymore. The reason: the ancient pit of Tartarus was down there.

Sakura clutched her head. Kiara was gone. She's going to need a new Sergeant.

"ARGH!"

She tore down another building and threw it into the eternal pit.

"YA HUNGRY, KRONOS?! HERE'S YOUR BREAKFAST!"

There was a rumble.

"SHUT YER YAP!"

Kasumi stared at her sister. She's never seen her more angry. Ever. There was this one time when she raged at her father for not letting her onto the surface. Well, an unlucky village felt the earth shake. That's Sakura's rage.

The rage of destruction.

If she wanted to, Sakura could blow up a mountain, even in her elfin shape. If she wanted to, Sakura could bring the death of every human in America just with a single wave of her arm.

If _she_ wanted to, she could blow up the moon.

But a long time ago, Sakura had made a promise to never use all her power at once. Every elf has a secret power buried deep inside them. Sakura does, and that means her twin sister Alex does. They probably share the same power, what with them being sisters.

Sakura ripped down a banner, breathing fire all over another.

Iron sighed. Sakura's temper tantrum has to stop.

"Oi! Sakura!" Kasumi yelled.

The demon looked down to stare at her half sister. Kasumi knew that Sakura's actions are unpredictable when she's like this.

"Listen, you need to slow down, okay? This has gone on long enough. We both lost a soldier. We're still even! We can still win."

"Yeah, Sakura, listen to your little sister."

Melanie stepped forward. "You need to cool down. We just have to hold a tournament for the new Sergeant of the Underworld."

Sakura paused, mulling over the idea of a tournament. Her form glowed a dark bloody red, and she shrunk down to her original size. The girl is no longer in her battle armor, and instead is adorned in her regal outfit that the mortals gave her the title of the Grim Reaper. Her father like the name, and eventually he started calling her that. She eventually liked the name and the legend regular, primitive humans gave her as well.

She wore a black silver trimmed headpiece with a dark ruby inserted in the middle of it placed upon her forehead. The light red strand of hair was pulled back, as her hair is now parted to the left; so now there's a red streak on the left side of her head. Her messy black hair was contained in a black hood that sagged in the back and halfway covered her blood red eyes. There are dark sags under her eyes that are natural for her in this state. Her skin was so pale it looked like bone. There was a silver bracelet around her neck with a thick grey chain hanging from it. Her pitch black robes sagged off her pale white shoulders. Her long sleeves fanned out to wide open gaps. There are two rips in the fabric on her upper arms. There are silver bracelets on her wrists with thick grey chains attached. Strapped to her back was her wicked scythe, dark red blood fresh on the blade. She has obviously had another victim. Her wings were tucked behind her, but instead on them being bat-like, they were black and feathered. She truly looked like a fallen evil angel.

She looked terrifying, so terrifying that even the other Generals shook in her presence. Sakura's eyes glowered.

"I like that idea," she said evilly, smiling her evil sharp smile that showed off her terrible long white fangs. "The Tournament of Sergeants. I quite like that."

Sakura cackled.

Iron gave Kasumi a look as if saying,_ I forgot she's a little insane when she's like this._

Kasumi nodded as if in agreement.

"Xorn is no longer fit for his role," said Sakura wistfully.

"How can you say that?" exclaimed Kasumi. Sakura walked up to the other demon and towered over her, giving her the ultimate death look.

"My, my. Have we gone soft, Kasumi Deep? O sister of mine?"

Kasumi stared at her feet sadly.

"N-No. I was only just...no..."

"That's a badly good girl. Now, the reason Xorn is no longer fit, to feed your petty curiosity, is he lost in battle, and he has killed a fellow Demon."

"So you're just putting him in exile?" asked Melanie.

"Oh, no. Just a little torture and everything will be fine and dandy."

"Sakura, this isn't like you."

"Who says what I'm supposed to be like, eh, Iron? I'm only the Devil's daughter. I am _very_ unpredictable."

"God knows how true that is," said Melanie.

The other demons glared at her. Melanie whimpered.

"Oh. Right. Sorry. Heh heh..."

"Mm-hm. Lies," said Iron. "So, anywho, tournament. Who qualifies?"

"All demons who can at least fight better than the peasants. I thought this place was once inhabited." Sakura gestured to the space around her.

"It was," said Melanie, "But that was a very long time ago. Before you were born."

"And I've been around for a while, huh? I'm getting old."

"Don't we all?"

"That one Hope Song chick is as old as creation itself. Well, from what I've heard."

"She took place in the first war, didn't she, Kura?" asked Kasumi.

"... Yeah. She's legend."

Iron looked at Melanie. "I have a few good ideas on who should enter. Paper?"

Melanie smirked and transformed into a bat.

"I'll be back, bleh, bleh, bleh," she said in a fake Dracula accent. "Funny, I knew Dracula. Huh."

And the bat fluttered away to grab some paper. The three stood in silence until Melanie flew down, a piece of paper in her jaws. She transformed into her regular form and held up a feather pen. "Ready?"

"Alright. Kasumi? Suggestions?"

"Um... Diamante Inazuma, Akira Rin, Blaze Markaru, and Arkana Trenad."

"Well... That's actually all of them... Does Xorn still apply?"

"Uh, yeah. Sure. Just for Sumi."

"Yay!"

"Alright, the Tournament of the Sergeants shall begin!"

* * *

><p>There were cheering as demons gathered in the middle of Hell, swarming to see the Tournament of the Sergeants take place. Five demons were lined up. Obviously the champions who were competing for Sergeant.<p>

Diamante Inazuma. She has a hourglass figure and shoulder length shiny straight cobalt black hair. Her hair is tied up in a high ponytail. Her eyes are pure black with some flakes of gold. Though, her eyes are a bright gold due to high excitement. Her skin tone is really pale; bloodless, like a vampire. She is tall and has a tattoo on her neck of a flying black bird with the phrase _believe in yourself_ carved under it. She's wearing a black biker jacket with silver metallic shields over a white long sleeve shirt and black tight leggings, black hard metallic gloves, black metal soled combat boots with metallic knee armor. A black belt with a dagger and a black iron thunder shaped mask is over her eyes.

Akira Rin. She has black long hair that goes past her waist, white eyes, sharp fangs, and claws sharpened to a point of metal. She wears black armor and black feathers in her hair.

Blaze Markaru. She has glowing ruby red eyes with red hair that only goes down to her neck. She has tan skin and she's pretty skinny. There are four or five scars on her wrist covered with a bandage. You can tell she's left handed due to her holding a single katana with a red and black handle that has two bells dangling off of it. There is a picture of the Phoenix on the blade. She wears a black training top and black shorts, with black combat boots and black half-finger gloves. Ger hair is currently tied in a ponytail but has her bangs hanging down the sides of her face and across her forehead.

Arkana Trenad. She has black waist length hair, red eyes, and a tall and muscular build. Under both her eyes are 6 lines pointing down, symbolizing the true power for her kind of people: Shadow Witch. She wears black armor; covering her arms, legs, chest, stomach, and feet. There are spikes on the top of her shoulders.

Xorn stood next to the four other demons, obviously uncomfortable.

"Welcome, all Demons!" exclaimed Sakura. The audience cheered. "Welcome to the Tournament of the Sergeants, determining who the new two Sergeants shall be. Here, we have Diamante Inazuma, Choris Agapi. Akira Rin, The Commander's Daughter. Blaze Markaru, Keeper of Fire. Arkana Trenad, the Last Shadow Witch. And Xorn Astor, Child of Destruction. These are our Champions! Place your bets well, for even the strongest can vanquish. Horrible luck, Champions, for you shall need it if you are to survive. Now, for whom is against whom in round one."

Sakura waved her hand and golden particles materialized to form a list.

"The rounds are:

1: Akira Rin vs Blaze Markaru.

2. Xorn Astor vs Diamante Inazuma.

3. On Byes: Arkana Trenad.

Now, five minutes to place bets and for our warriors to ready themselves. Begone!"

Sakura turned away from her black obsidian pedestal. Demons swarmed, placing bets and getting food and drink. The Champions fidgeted, getting nervous. Who's against whom? And who will win?

* * *

><p>Place your bets, people! Round one, next chapter! BAIS!<p>

HERE COMES DA SLAYA!


	10. The First Round and a History Lesson

**Disclaimer: Thank you, guys! I love all of your reviews! It seems like I'm the only person who ever updates anymore *sigh* Nothing I'm following has updated, and I can't seem to distract myself with other stuff soo...yea. But here's Chapter 10! And for the celebration of a tenth chapter (this is the longest I've kept up with a story lol), I'm gonna make this extra juicy XD Enjoy!**

**Ryuga: *grits teeth* When. Do. I. Come. IN?!**

**me: WAAAAAA! *ducks flying object* ... OI! Alright, sissy whiny boy, YOU WANT TO COME IN, EH? WELL, NOW YOU'LL HAVE TO WAIT!**

**Ryuga: I'M NOT A SISSY WHINY BOY, AND I DON'T WANT TO WAIT!**

**me: ARGH! SO, YOU WANNA GO! COME 'ERE! *strangles Sissy Whiny Boy to the brink of death, then hangs by the ankles, naked, and covered in peanut butter above the Shark Tank of Death by Nibbles! (view my The Funnest Truth or Dare EVER! Warning, its adopted by Riga)* KWEKWEKWEKWEKWEKWE! MWEHEHEHEHEHEHEHEHEHEEE! MWAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAAAAAA! *the earth shakes* **

**Kyoya: RUN FOR YOUR LIVES!**

**Ryuga: SCREAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMM!**

**me: BWAAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAAAAA-OIII! *thwacked by Kyoya with a metal pole***

**Kyoya: Well...been a while since I've had to do that. Hmm.**

**Everyone: *walks away***

**Ryuga: *high pitched voice* Uh, guys... a little help?...Guys? Hello? Dammit.**

**Demonix: *snickers while poking Ryugta with a pole* Hey, guys. Can you give Slayer some nice comforting r****eviews? She got a really mean one on another one of her stories, and I quote. "Fourteen? Seriously. This is garbage. You don't deserve to be in this fandom. Please get out." It was for a Fright Night story she just put up. Oh, she suggests you do not read it, unless you want to be scarred for life. So yeah, she needs some moral boosts. Anyway, enjoy the new chappie!**

* * *

><p>Round One, Part One: Akira Rin vs Blaze Markaru<p>

The warriors stood in their battle armor, one at each end of a large arena the size of a football stadium. Akira stood at the left side, and Blaze the right. Demons in the stands cheered, knowing that there is gonna be some mass destruction.

Akira unsheathed two swords at her side. Blaze unsheathed her fancy katana. Sakura rose to her podium.

"Welcome! Our first battle, Akira against Blaze. 3, 2, 1...GO!"

Akira jumped forward and Blaze raised her katana, parrying the other demon's blow. Blaze shoved the other demon, pushing Akira far back. The Commander's daughter furrowed her brow. Blaze hurtled her sword at Akira, the other demon barely managing to dodge the attack.

Blaze smiled as she sprinted at the other demon, who's eyes were firmly locked on the sword that almost shaved her face off. By the time Akira looked back at her opponent, Blaze's fist impacted on her gut. Akira groaned as she flew into the air.

"Yup, I'm just too powerful for you."

"I'm not done yet, Blaze. This is only the beginning of something so destructive you won't be able to survive it."

"Bring it on, B*tch!"!"

Blaze raged at the airborne demon. Akira flipped over to an upside down position, opening her mouth wide. "Special Roar!"

Akira's roar was like a scream. Blaze covered her sensitive ears at the sound, groaning as her beloved ear drums were tortured. She opened her eyes, everything blurry and churned, as if all the colors were blended together.

"Dammit!"

Something impacted on her side, shoving her to the far end of the large battle field. Blaze whimpered. Damn, that hurt. She growled. Her eyes are closed, and she can't see anything. She heard the laughs of lower demons at her failure. All that is required is that you manage to fatally wound your opponent, not kill them, for all demons are needed in the war against the stupid Angels.

Her training. She must remember her training. Blaze slowed her breathing and concentrated, heightening her senses. She heard something to her left approaching fast. She sniffed for the smell of metal, which is far to her right.

She steadily stood on her feet and dashed toward the smell. She leaped just as Akira's weapon came crashing down at her. She grasped something thin and of leather. Her katana!

Just as Akira was about to beat the living crap out of her opponent, Blaze raised her sword, the weapon engulfed in swirling white-hot flames. Akira's blade stopped, and the girl's eyes widened. She quickly side stepped, avoiding the flaming sword to try and confuse her opponent.

Blaze saw this, slashing her sword at Akira's feet. Akira jumped, waving both her swords at Blaze's head. Blaze summer-salted out of the way of the weapons and came up on one knee, turning her torso to parry Akira's attack.

Akira pressed down, leaning all her weight on the weapon in her opponent's hands. "I'm going to win," said the girl evilly. "These swords were gifts from the Reaper herself. They were crafted out of metal from Tartarus. From Kronos's own armor."

"Kura has the power to go down there?"

"Oh, please, she practically grew up down there. She rules that part of Hell."

"Wait, doesn't our Lord rule Hell?"

"He does. He rules Sakura, who was born down there. It was when her elfin mom died giving birth to Alex, her twin Angel sister."

The two broke apart from the battle of strength.

"Wait, you know the Reaper's story?"

"I do. She personally told me."

"Why you?" asked Blaze, furrowing her brow.

"My Dad used to be the best General of the Underworld. Then Sakura was born, and demons foretold that she would bear great power. When Sakura was 850 years old, Dad was demoted down to Commander. Sakura was so proud of herself, and the Devil has chosen the new General wisely."

Akira smirked.

"I don't give a shit about what that blade is made of, or where is came from, I'm going to win this."

Blaze's form began to glow a faint yellow, and it grew into a bright red. Fire blazed around her feet as Blaze gripped her sword tighter. She held out a single hand before her, and her eyes glowed a dark red.

"Akira Rin...you have unleashed the keeper of all fire. Prepare to perish..."

"You can't do anything! I can stand anything with this blade. Its Tartainium Maximanimus-the strongest metal in the world."

"Its strong when solid, but how about when melted into a blob?" said Blaze in a deep demonic voice. Akira's eyes widened in sudden realization.

"No..."

"Oh, yeah. Heart of Flames!"

Blaze's form glowed a bloody red, the color of Sakura's eyes. Her hair lengthened down to her knees, and fire raged all around her, a huge inferno spreading across the ground as if the soil was soaked in kerosine. Akira screamed and attempted to run, but the fire had already caught up. The flames wrapped around her ankle and dragged her under the red-hot sea of fire.

When the inferno cleared, everything was crisp and blackened. Blaze's fire had been so intense, it singed the horns on the crown of the audiences heads.

Akira was on the ground. Her body was blackened, burnt so bad Kasumi had to take her to her own room to heal the wounded demon.

Blaze turned to her terrifying General. "So...you were born in Tartarus?"

The Grim Reaper looked over the Keeper of Fire, eyes processing and dark. "Akira told you. Its written all over your face. Do not tell anyone, for I already see your death. If you do not want me to tell you and make it a fixed point in time, do not tell anyone."

"I won't, but I believe that I deserve an explanation. Who else knew?"

"...Kiara Summers, the Fire Demon. Once you know the Grim Reaper's history, you are certain to die. If I tell you anything, you will die in battle. I will not tell you when, for you will die when I see fit."

"So you killed Kiara?"

"...Yes. It was necessary. Necessary and proper."

"Why? Why would you kill Kiara? She was your Sergeant!"

"She told Xorn Astor about everything. And because I did not tell him willingly, I could not control when he can die. I see when he will, and believe me, I hate this curse. It comes with being who I am. Sooner or later, I will see my own death, and when you see, read, or hear about when you will die, you have to die. You have to when you know when, where, and what time."

"So you see when I'm going to die?"

"Yes. It is a fixed point. If I tell you my history, I can sustain your life for millennia. Or, I can take. I can take it right when you go into battle again. I can take it a thousand years ago, and you can be winning a battle, I don't care. By telling you, you put your life, in my hands."

Blaze mulled over this new information. If she lets Sakura tell her about her past, she could live forever. But, she could die just for the Reaper's own amusement. She can hear that cold laugh already. _You shouldn't have entrusted me with your life, Blaze Markaru. Stupid girl, the immortalness of my offer was too much to resist! You couldn't help it, weakling._

But there's an advantage in this. Give Sakura her life force to manage and watch over, she basically has the side of death riding into battle with her. People will drop dead at the sight of her sword.

A thought hit Blaze in the face.

"Umm...how many souls are you protecting right now?"

"I'm the Grim Reaper. I make deals with mortals all the time. They think they can cheat death by making a deal with it. Stupid humans, they are blind to everything."

"How many?" asked Blaze in a firm tone.

Sakura looked at her. "You might as well see. Come."

The demon held her pale arm out to Blaze, who took it without a second thought of what she's about to see. A stomach twisting sensation ran through her, and they were suddenly in a dark room. "This is my room," said Sakura, who was walking to the far side of the stadium sized space. She opened a tall ancient door and walked inside. Blaze followed and gasped in horror at what she saw.

The corridor went on endlessly, the walls lined with shelves of glowing bottles that had small silver-blue liquid orbs inside. They swirled around like they were in a lava lamp.

"Welcome to the Labyrinth of Souls. Every mortal, demon, and monster that has sold their souls to me resides here."

"Wait, this is a labyrinth?"

"Yes. This is just the beginning of the hall."

"Its massive!"

"Yes, quite so," said Sakura, walking over to one of the shelves and picking up a bottle. "Lucy Goodyear. She's in the army, and in battle as we speak. She is 21 years old, and we made a deal in 1897."

Sakura turned to Blaze.

"So, as long as you have her soul, she's immortal?"

"Yes. To all forces. This is a spectacular woman. Strong, proud, well educated, and," Sakura gave Blaze a blank face and dropped the bottle, its contents spilling everywhere and the soul shriveling up to a small grey wad of mud. "Dead."

The Keeper of Fire stared at Sakura. "You killed her!"

"I've killed quantillions of people. I'm death. I can take your soul, and I can sustain it. I killed Amelia Earhart, George Washington, that Seuss guy, Adolf Hitler, the entire Jin Dynasty, millions more."

Blaze stared at the demon-elf hybrid in disbelief. "So this is what can happen when I sell my soul, as if I have one, to you?"

"Yes."

"...And I can only sell my soul by making a deal I can never break or having you tell your life story?"

"Yes. Doesn't make sense, huh?"

"Yeah...I think I'll go with your history."

Sakura smiled. "Wise choice. Would've made a deal, I would make sure its something you have to break."

"You're cruel, and this is why you're the Devil's favorite of his children."

"Yep. So, life story."

Sakura walked out of the labyrinth and into her room, Blaze behind her and closing the door. They both sat on the edge of the giant bed.

"Get comfortable, Blaze. This is a long story."

"I'm comfy."

"Okay. Before I was born, the Devil took on his human appearance an went up to the surface. He eventually came upon my mother, an elf woman of pure beauty and heart. She fell in love with my father, not knowing his true identity. One night, they mated with each other. Mom was pregnant for eleven months, the pregnancy time for all elfish women, no matter the hybrid. While she was ten months pregnant, Mom discovered who my father really was. She wanted to kill herself, ashamed with carrying the Devil's children. She walked away from him, not that he cared or anything. She eventually met Alex's dad."

"Wait, Alex has a different dad?"

"Yes. He was an Angel, a son of God. Mom's heart was all over this guy at first sight. The same night they met, he tried to change me and my sister into Angelic children. Its an ancient ritual I've just started to grasp. Father was furious that mother would attempt to do that, so he went back up to the surface and killed the Angel. He was only halfway done turning us both. He only was able to do it to Alex. A month later, Mom gave birth to Alex, but died before she could give birth to me. Father took her soul and sent it down to Tartarus. Mom's soul wasn't done yet, and the Devil knew it. He wanted me to prove myself. So Mom gave birth to me in the pit of Tartarus, and she completely dead after that. I spent the first 300 years of my life climbing out of that pit. During that time, I had learned of my powers that Tartarus had given me-the power over souls; to sustain it or take it away at will. I was the Grim Reaper from the start, nothing was able to change that. Dad saw me climb up from the pit, and was amazed that I had enough will power to escape from the true hell hole, the place he didn't have complete power over. I am the daughter of Tartarus, Queen, if you may. My power grew and here I am now."

Something within Blaze tightened, and she looked down to see Sakura's hand wrapped around her own, burning a symbol into her flesh. She looked up to see the demon's evil smile. "You're bound now. No telling anyone, or I take your soul and kill it, understand? As long as you don't defy me in anyway, I will allow you to live forever. You will never perish. Got that? Good luck in the competition."

"Um...thanks."

There was a knock, and both girls' heads turned to see a teenage boy at the door.

"Ryuga!" exclaimed Sakura, fixing her hair so that it was messy and parted to the left. "I didn't hear you coming."

Blaze immediately was on her feet and bowing. "Prince Ryuga, I was just leaving, so if you want, you could-"

"Its fine. Sakura, second round is next. We need to go."

"Alright. Let's go. I am eager to watch the next battle."

The three walked out and back to the arena.

* * *

><p>Sorry for the long update. I'm working on a million stories -_-' BAIS! HERE COMES DA SLAYA!<p> 


	11. How To Train Your Dragon

**Disclaimer: I do not own anything but my characters and ideas. So, Blaze, you made a deal with death?**

**Blaze: I don't trust Sakura, but its better than dying.**

**Sakura: Keep in mind I can kill you whenever I want as long as you're in battle...which happens a lot...**

**Blaze: Crap! **

**me: Anywho, I just watched the new Hobbit movie, and it was amazing. *sigh* I'm such a nerd -_-' Alright, next chapter!**

**Loki: I see mischief! Mind if I join?**

**me: HOW THE HELL DID YOU GET IN HERE!?**

**Loki: There's a new crack in the rift. Didn't the Doctor tell you anything?**

**me: Yes, he did, but I was too busy thinking that entire chapter out to listen to him. Besides, he was speaking nerd.**

**Loki: You're a nerd too! You have a bunch of advanced classes!**

**me: Psh! Leave! *kicks through the rift* BAIS! On with the chapter!**

**Ryuga: You've already said that.**

**me: SHUT UP! DON'T JUDGE ME!**

* * *

><p>Round One, Part Two: Xorn Astor vs Diamante Inazuma<p>

Blaze sat in her seat next to Sakura, Ryuga, and Arkana. Is this deal really going to work? She stole a glance at the Grim Reaper, the other demon catching her eye and grinning at her evilly. Blaze looked away quickly. She did NOT want to give that girl any new ideas. The Keeper of Fire ran a hand though her short hair in anticipation for the new round. Who is she up against next time? Well, it all depends on who the winner is.

She thought things over. Xorn won the last time because he was more skilled than everyone else. It was a time when most demons were very weak. So, Kiara and Xorn were the most powerful demons at the time, other than the Generals, of course.

There were swirls of black shadow, and Xorn and Diamante appeared in the stadium. Sakura rose to her black obsidian podium. "Welcome to the next part of round one! We have Xorn Astor against Diamante Inazuma. 3, 2, 1...GO!"

"Pierce the Soul!" called Astor, ice crystals forming midair and rocketing toward Diamante. Diamante side stepped, flipped, and gracefully avoiding getting stabbed by the lethal stones. Diamante prepared for her own attack. She dashed around the stadium, continuing to avoid all of Xorn's attacks. She suddenly stopped, allowing a piece of crystal to bury itself in the side of her thigh.

"Ah! Xorn!" The girl collapsed onto the ground and held her leg. Xorn smirked as he raced over to her with his ready katana, planning to strike the last blow. _This is just too easy._

Xorn raised his weapon, and was about to bring it down on the demon when she lifted her head. He froze right in his tracks. Diamante was covering herself up while she looked up at him with watery eyes.

"X-Xorn, you w-would really hurt me?" she sobbed.

Xorn is confused. What is he supposed to do? Is he supposed to help her, or to attack. He did the stupid thing. He kneeled in front of the girl and reached his hand out to help her. She lightly wrapped her own fingers around his and roughly tugged, pulling Xorn down to the ground. She pulled the crystal from her thigh and shoved it in his, making him gasp in pain. Diamante stood up and kicked him over to the far side of the field.

"Here's a tip for next time, Xorn: never fall for a pretty lady," smirked the she-demon. Xorn only growled in frustration.

"Pierce the Soul!"

Xorn continued to shoot icy blasts of crystal at his feminine opponent. She gracefully danced around them, avoiding every single one of them. Xorn huffed in irritation. He dashed toward Diamante, katana in hand and ready to fight. Diamante smirked as she snapped her fingers. Xorn smiled before the hairs on the back of his neck stood up. His eyes widened in realization. Oh, shit.

He leaped to the side, avoiding a blast of hot lightning. Diamante frowned.

"Puzzling Beauty."

Diamante's form glowed a dark velvety blue, wisps flowing from her and each taking the form of an exact copy of her. Xorn's brow furrowed. Which one is the real Diamante? All the copies smirked playfully dark at him. "Well, Mr. Big and Bad, aren't you going to hit me?"

"Which one is the real one?"

"I'm not going to tell you."

Damn. He was hoping that would work. There's only one thing too do now. Not even Sakura knows he can do this. Its his trump card. Kiara didn't know about this either, and they practically told everything to each other.

"Demonic Dragon Blast!"

Diamante raised her eyebrow. "A final stand?"

"No," said Xorn in a gravelly voice. "Yours."

Xorn's skin bubbled, taking on an icy blue hue and scaly texture. Sakura smiled in amusement. She's been wondering when he'll pull off his ultimate move. The he-demon's teeth grew, and bony knobs ripped through the back of his shirt on his shoulder blades. His nails turned black, and his hands grew disproportionate to his body, at it, too, began to grow and lengthen. Black horns grew from the crown of his head, and his blonde hair grew long and shaggy with streaks of light blue. His snout lengthened, and his clothes ripped off his now massive form. A tail sprouted, plated in silver and a metallic blue armor. Black blades sprouted from the tip of his tail. Blue wings burst from his back. His neck elongated.  
>Black spines sprouted down the back of his neck to the tip of his tail.<p>

Xorn is a dragon.

Now Sakura was honestly expecting that Xorn has finally found his true Demonic Transformation, but never that he too can transform into a dragon. He's a different breed of ice dragon though. He's light blue, not dark blue like Bry. That can only mean he's a Northern Chilled Ice Dragon. Bry was a Southern Chilled Ice Dragon.

They were basically cousins.

Diamante looked at the Grim Reaper, mouthing, _Did you know about this?_

Sakura shook her head "no".

Diamante sighed, suddenly jumping as Dragon Xorn roared. The crowd of demons cheered. This is going to be fun. Dragon Xorn opened his maw, a blue glow radiating from the back of his throat. An icy blast shot from his mouth, freezing over any surface the blizzard brushed over. Diamante rubbed her hands together, sparks shooting out. She opened her palms before her, lightning spreading into a hover board...well, like one that's made of lightning.

"Thunder Ride."

She hopped onto the board of lightning, riding into the air. Dragon Xorn swiped a paw, Diamante narrowly avoiding the attack. She rode high into the air and turned toward the dragon. She took out a large handful of daggers. Time for her trump card.

"Ultimate Lightning!"

She threw two daggers, both becoming enveloped in a large swirling ball of electrical energy. One bounced harmlessly off Dragon Xorn's icy blue scaled, the other imbedding itself in the thin vulnerable scaled skin on the underside of his massive neck.

In comparison, Dragon Xorn was much smaller than Dragon Bry, but nonetheless, just as dangerous and almost just as powerful. An electrical shock erupted from the dagger, shocking the area around it.

Diamante continued to hurl daggers at the feeble scales under the neck.

This only irritated the dragon immensely.

Dragon Xorn shot another icy blast from his mouth, Diamante riding away virtually unharmed. She remembered how Sakura explained how she killed Bry in her dragon form. She had turned into her true demonic form. She can't do that. Diamante is very old. 2,145 in fact, but it takes much longer to actually be able to turn into her own demonic state.

Miyako Matsabura was able to unlock her true state. She's a fully fledged Angel now.

Unlocking your true form is everything. When you're in a tight jam, turning toward your true form as a last result is the perfect strategy. When you're a Demon, turning into your true form before the battle is a strategic way of frightening your opponents off, or another way of boosting to full power...which is a lot.

An Angel uses their true forms to heal or when they're in Heaven. If they've unlocked their true form. They also use it in battle as a boost to full power.

But Diamante doesn't have her true form unlocked. So how does she expect to be able to take down a dragon without it? She remembered her life with Sakura before she became a power hungry (though she kind of always was) General of the Underworld. They were best friends. Sakura studied battle strategics and ways to kill different creatures.

* * *

><p><span><em>Flashback...<em>

_"Hey, Sakura. Watcha doin'?"_

_"I'm looking at ways to kill a dragon. Why?"_

_"Oh, just interested."_

_Her best friend smirked in amusement. They were friends because Sakura had found her while on the run from her succubus family's friends. They were all after her, and she was already very young, barely able of defending herself. Sakura had saved her. She brought her to Hell, where she taught her how to fight and taught her all the basics of Demonology, history, strategy, and so much more. She had taught her how to control anger; when best to let it all go and when not to. She taught her how her own father, the Devil himself, was once an Angel, but then fell and became who he is now. She taught her how and why the Angels are her enemies, and that every Demon is your ally, but not necessarily your friend. _

_"So," continued Diamante, "how do you kill a dragon?"_

_"Its almost virtually impossible if you can't turn into your true demonic form. But there is hope. Mortal knights would first stop them from flying. In other words, they used their blades to open a wound between the shoulder blades where the wings are."_

_"So you stop them flying first?"_

_"Yeah. Then, you find a way to stop them from walking. With the smaller, much young dragons, you simply strike their legs off. Massive, fully grown dragons, aren't quite as easy. You cut just under the thigh, or the armpit of the thigh. Make sense?"_

_"Yep. Then?"_

_"Blind them. If they can't see, they don't know exactly where you are. Doesn't mean that they don't. They still have their hearing and scent."_

_"Easy with the scent part. Roll in dirt or something that doesn't smell like you."_

_"Yes. But with hearing, you drive your sword down the ear."_

_"Ew."_

_"Yeah, a lot of ear wax, but also blood."_

_"What next?"_

_Sakura smirked at the other demon. "You're going to have to do your own homework. I'm not doing it all for you."_

_"Damn you, Sakura."_

_"Meh. I'm in Hell. I'm already damned."_

_"Point."_

_The two laughed._

_Then the flashback ended as there was a sharp, cold, burning sensation._

* * *

><p>Diamante blinked as she clutched her cold burning arm. She had daydreamed during her battle, and Dragon Xorn had taken the opportunity to blast her with his icy breath. She rubbed the ice on her arm as she hurriedly zoomed away on her lightning board. Sparks ignited, and she melted the ice with her hot lightning. She shook her arm to shake off the aching cold.<p>

Dragon Xorn roared in anger. Diamante frowned. She zoomed over to Dragon Bry's back, whipping out her special dagger and slicing the sensitive scaly skin between the shoulder blades. The dragon cried out on agony. Dragon Xorn turned to glare at his opponent and attempted to snap at her, she dodging and zooming under his belly. She held her dagger up, and sliced the skin that is the armpit of the thigh and the dragon's bodice.

Sakura smiled in amusement. Ryuga nodded approvingly. "She's good. You teach her that?"

"Hm? Oh, yeah. I'm surprised she even remembers our little conversation 1,000 years ago."

"You told her how to kill a dragon?"

"A bit. I told her to look up the rest."

"But no one knows the rest. The mortals never wrote that part down."

Sakura smiled evilly. "I know. This is a test."

Ryuga smiled in understanding. The Grim Reaper's only seeing what Diamante's true skills are. This is perfect.

Diamante blinded the dragon and impaired his hearing, Dragon Xorn wailing in agony and anger.

"What next? What next? What next?" wondered the girl in a panicked manner. Sakura never told her the rest of the steps. She had tried to look them up herself, but to no avail, she had found nothing.

Then the realization hit her like a dodge ball in the face (A/N: I've gotten one of those before. They hurt!). There are no other steps! They have never been recorded. She glared at her General, seeing the Reaper smiling back in a taunting way as if saying, _Go on, hit me-oh. I forgot. You're fighting a bloody dragon. I'm serious! Turn the heaven around!_

Oh. Should listen to that last part.

Diamante got the message almost too late. She arched upward, narrowly avoiding another blast from Xorn. Her dagger cackled with electricity. An idea hit her again, but only the dodge ball landed on your stomach (A/N: *rubs tummy* Got one of those too -.-').

She lit up her dagger with white electricity, stopping so that she's hovering in the same place. Dragon Xorn's nostrils flared as he took a whiff of the air, smelling Diamante and opening his jaw at her, the back of the throat glowing blue. Diamante carefully aimed her dagger...and she threw. The black weapon hurled at an impossible speed, the dense shield of energy around it expanding at a rapid rate. It raced down the dragon's throat.

There was an explosion, and the dragon went wild, shooting ice everywhere as it waved its head wildly, rearing up and slashing with his claws, destroying everything around him.

Iron spread her metal dragon wings and wrapped them around her, debris bouncing off with loud _ping__s_. She spread them once more and extended her hands, several thick grey chains, the width of the trunk of an oak tree exploding from the ground and wrapping themselves around the dragon, tugging him down and restraining him to the ground. Dragon Xorn glowed a dark velvety blue, shrinking down to his normal state, in the same battle armor, but with large gashes and cuts and bruises covering his body.

His stomach was a welting, swollen red, covered in thick yellow puss and black scorch marks. There was a sharp protrusion in his belly-Diamante's dagger. The chains shrunk down to normal size, still restraining the writhing boy. Once the chains were secure, Iron collapsed from exhaustion and too much magical usage.

Kasumi hurried from the stands, along with Blaze, Arkana, Sakura, Ryuga, and Melanie.

Kasmui rushed to Xorn's side and knelt beside him, pulling water from the ground and placing it over Xorn's stomach.

The rest will not be in detail, for it is disgusting and the author is afraid she will puke all over the key board as she types it.

She's ready to throw up just by thinking it.

Other demons rushed away with Xorn. Sakura turned to a stunned Diamante. "Congrats, Dia. You are to compete against either Blaze or Arkana."

Arkana smirked in confidence. Diamante swallowed in nervousness. She's made it this far, and she's still in small shock about being able to take down a dragon.

Wow.

Sakura eventually got everyone under control, redirecting demons back to their homes with her frightening scythe. She's finally decided to name the weapon, and she chose Mortem, or "death" in Latin. Whenever the name is said, a chill runs down the spine, for in the world of magic, Latin is the language spoken by the witch, wizard, and warlock.

Enough about the scythe, back to Diamante!

She lay in her bed that night, still amazed at what she had accomplished.

* * *

><p>Whew! Done! Sorry for the late update! I was grounded -.-' But to make up for it, I juiced up the chapter for you lovelies! I HAVE ANOTHER CONTEST!<p>

I need two new characters-an Angel and a Demon.

Okay, Rules of Doom!

1. It has to be something that goes along with this story line.

2. You may use any of the OCs and characters already mentioned in the story.

3. You must have fun.

4. You HAVE to have fun.

5. It can either be a fight scene or a dramatic romance scene. I don't know, like someone's crush just died :/

6. It has to be published. Not reviewed or PMed to me.

7. No randomness i_i

8. There has to be a bit of violence.

9. Content must be rated T or under. I don't like reading rated M stuff.

10. Due the 1st of March.

Once you have your entry published, PM me that you do. Otherwise, I would never know to check. In your review to this chapter, tell me if you have decided to join in the fun. Who ever wins gets to send another OC and just to make this juicier, you aslo get to put in a self insert!

Rewards:

First: OC and self insert

Second: OC

Rest: VIRTUAL COOKIES!

King: Review!


	12. Bloody Night, Round Two, and Revivals

**Disclaimer: I do not own Metal Fight Beyblade!**

* * *

><p>Sakura lay in her bed, feeling the life forces of mortals all around the world slipping away like sand through her fingers. When she sleeps, it is a sleep that is aware of everything around her. She kills mortals in her sleep, and ever without pity.<p>

She opened her eyes.

Ugh. She sat up, massaging her temples. She's restless. She can't concentrate with all this excitement about the Tournament. She shrugged. Might as well do it the old fashioned way. She held out her hand, silently willing Mortem to come to her. The evil scythe flew into her clutches, transforming her pajamas into her demonic robes.

Her wings sprouted from her back as she walked to the middle of her room. She swung Mortem through the air, cutting a black gash through the fabric of reality. She stepped through it, and was suddenly in the mortal world. She spread her wings, and lifted off into the air. She closed her eyes, feeling the dwindling life force of a human not far.

She flew in the general direction. She eventually came upon an old village like one from the times of knights and when dragons ruled. She looked around her, taking a sniff from the air. It was definitely around that time period.

She landed in the courtyard. She crept over to a hut, lifted the flap, and beheld the form of a mortal, shivering in bed. He was obviously sick with the flu, a disease not curable at that time. She stepped over to the boy, holding her scythe high. The boy opened his eyes, whimpering at the sight of the terrifying Grim Reaper. She hushed him, placing a finger to his lips. The boy whined.

"Hush, its not going to hurt...much. You are in good hands. I will end your misery. Come," she said as she raised her scythe. "It is such a waste to kill such a lovely boy. You are so cute. But all lives must end. Like yours."

"A-And yours," said the boy weakly. Sakura's eyes widened. Then her brow furrowed in anger.

"I will never die. I see when everyone dies. I do not die because I do not see when I do."

"But if I'm going to die, then I wish to know something."

"Fine...speak."

"If I never got this sickness," said the boy, "would I have had the chance to live a better, longer life?"

Sakura was silent for a few seconds. She closed her eyes, seeing into the future of what-ifs. She looked at the boy. "Yes." Suddenly, there was a sharp pain in her head. She clutched it and closed her eyes. She looked at the boy again in anger. "Everyone here...they die tonight."

The boy's eyes widened. "How would you know?"

"I am cursed. It is no fun being Death. There is a specific moment when everyone dies, and I can see all of it. I see the future, when everyone dies. There is a disturbance, a disturbance in the fabric of life. I am a Necromancer, I can summon the dead, but they must eventually go back. This is not like that; Its like something that's supposed to be dead is coming back, not summoned by Necromancy."

"That just means someone's alive again. Isn't that a good thing?"

"No. They have to stay dead unless...oh."

"YAAAAAAA!"

There were at least twenty war cries, and Sakura spun around, Mortem ready. The villagers were advancing. She raised her scythe over the boy's neck. "Halt! Or I slit his throat."

The villagers stopped in their tracks. The villager Sakura presumed to be the leader stepped forward. "Spare my boy, please. Away the disease on his body!"

Sakura smirked coldly. "I cannot do that. He dies tonight. As well as all of you." And she twisted her wrist, cutting a large gash across his neck, spurting blood everywhere. The villagers cried in horror. Sakura waved Mortem, cutting more people in half. Villagers advanced, but Sakura again waved Mortem through the air, ripping bodies apart. The village elder trembled in fear as his legs collapsed.

"It is no gift being Death. I always have to watch my back, and I always have to see when someone dies."

"Like when I had to?"

Sakura paused in her tracks. That voice was so shockingly familiar, it wasn't funny. She looked in the direction the voice came from, a dark shadow looming in the entrance flap of the hut, her pure black eyes seeming to glow in the dark.

"How are you alive? You're supposed to be dead!" screamed Sakura as she destroyed the village leader in one blast of darkness, ashes tracing her once there form in place.

"I'm tied to the life of an Angel. You know they come back eventually. It all depends on God."

Sakura eyed the other carefully. "Let's go back to Hell. We need to talk. Besides, the To-"

"Tournament? Yeah, heard you're replacing me. Alright, let's go."

Sakura ripped another cut in the fabric of reality, and then they stepped through.

* * *

><p><span>Round Two: The Battle Royal<br>

Sakura stepped up the the black obsidian podium. "Welcome back, Hell! I have a special announcement! This round will be a Battle Royal! The contestants are Arkana Trenad, Diamante Inazuma, and Blaze Markaru. 3,2,1...GO!"

The warriors screamed their war cries and charged at each other. Blaze swung her sword at Arkana, who blocked and turned to parry Diamante's. They sword played for minutes, swinging, stabbing, blocking, diving, rolling, and jumping. Diamante finally decided that this was enough. She snapped her fingers, and white lightning flashed down, narrowly electrocuting both Blaze and Arkana.

Arkana growled and raised her hand towards Blaze and Diamante. "Poison Night."

Diamante shuddered and curling green mist enveloped her body and latched off from her body, taking the form of a giant pillow of niceness with "LOVE" written on it in cursive. Diamante screamed and ran away, flailing her arms. Blaze raised her eyebrow. Arkana growled at Blaze.

'Why isn't it working on you? You must have fears!"

"Oh, yeah, I totally do. Let's just say I made a deal with Death."

"How do you do that?"

"A deal. I'm not going to tell. I can't at all actually."

"Doesn't matter! You'll perish here and now." Arkana charged and swung her swords at Blaze's side, but they only made a _pang._ She looked at Blaze with wonder. "What? Is this the power of Death?"

"Yup."

And with that, the red-headed demon pushed back the other one, whirled around and engulfed Diamante in flame before she had the chance to attack anyone else. Blaze smiled at herself as the struggling form of Diamante held out her hand...and snapped. Blaze was suddenly shocked by a hot bolt of lightning. She can feel herself re-energize, all the lost strength she had before the tournament flood through her veins.

After the lightning bolt hit her, Diamante collapsed due to large welting burns and cuts. Arkana looked at the fire demon in wonder and anger. "You didn't even let me go all-out!" she complained.

"I have a feeling Death wants to tell us something."

"What?"

Both the demons turned to the Grim Reaper with questioning looks on their faces. Sakura's face was blank as she stood up to the podium and held her arms out before her. "Demons of Hell, I give you, your two new Sergeants of the Underworld!"

There was cheering and shouts. Blaze shook hands with the oddly unconscious Diamante and Arkana.

"I have further announcements," continued Sakura, "we have someone with us today who we have truly missed. Everyone, welcome back home Kiara Summers..."

There was murmuring in the crowd, and Blaze and Arkana bore puzzled expressions. There was suddenly a tornado of fire, and there was Kiara, in a red high-low dress with gold swirls on the bodice, over it a black hood and golden flats. She's also wearing a pair of ruby earrings and a black ring with a flame-shaped ruby gem on it. There was an explosion of the crowd.

"How come she gets to come back?!"

"Where's my Grandma, eh?"

"That's no fair, no fair, no fair!"

There were a lot of outbursts. Kiara blushed in embarrassment and attention.

"Its okay," said Sakura, "I can explain this."

* * *

><p><span>At the Angel camp...<br>

Miyako lay in her bed, cleaning the annoying dirt from under her fingernails. Her face is tear-stained, and her plum purple eyes are red and puffy. She was dressed in a simple black T-shirt and baggy grey sweat pants. Her hair is practically a rat's nest, and she hadn't bathed in three days.

She is torn apart.

Bry's death was just like her father's. Killed by a rage monster while trying to protect her friend. She was that helpless friend. Bry had died saving and protecting her. Again, like her father. She can easily picture Sakura as her mother. Just as cruel, and just as monstrous.

Miyako mentally slapped herself.

No! She mustn't think about her past. She sighed. She can't help it. Bry's death was just like her father's. She can't help but be reminded of it. Bry had been there for her since the beginning. They ran away together, and they found the Angel camp together. They fought together and they laughed together. She groaned. ill the Lord bring her back? No. Fat chance. The Lord selects those Angels carefully. Small chance out of a million that will happen.

Miyako shrieked in surprise and hit her head on a rail. A loud horn was heard. Yeah, very loud. She raced out of her tent and to the main gates, not bothering to change into a set of new clothes.

Angels were crowded in front of the gates. Miyako ran over to a grey gem and put her hand on it, along with many others, and the gates slowly opened. Everyone shrieked in surprise. Some screamed. Miyako burst into tears and cried.

"Bry?!"

* * *

><p><strong>Heh heh heh...awful cliffhanger...heh heh heh...<br>**


	13. Explanations

**Disclaimer: I own nothing but my OCs and ideas and concepts. This is going to be a difficult chapter, so pay attention! Here's me, going nerd about a subject I just made up. NERDNESS FOREVER!**

**Ryuga: O.o Da fawq?**

**me: NO F-BOMBS UNLESS I'M ANGRY!**

**Ryuga: *smirk* You're angry.**

**me: *thwacks with metal pole***

**Ryuga: X_X**

**me: NO! I killed him!**

**King: Lawl!**

**me: Enjoy the chapter while I revive Ryuga with my WIZARD GANDALF POWERS!**

**Kyoya: How will they read the chapter if you're not typing it.**

**me: You just gave yourself the answer. I'M not typing it. YOU ARE! *uses WIZARD GANDALF POWERS***

**Kyoya: AHH! I'm typing uncontrollably! **

**me: MWEMWEMWEMWEWEMWEMWEMWEMWEMWEMWEEEEEE! *the earth shakes***

**Everyone: O.o**

**me:...DON'T JUDGE ME!**

**Everyone: *screams in absolute terror***

* * *

><p>"Bry! You're back!" exclaimed Miyako. Then, the most unexpected thing happened. Miyako tackled Bry. "You had me worried sick! Do you know how much I sulked?! You are SO gonna get it!"<p>

Everyone noticed she said "sulk" instead of what she actually did. Geno and Frieda had to forcefully remove the screaming and raging Miyako from the surprised and scared Bry. While Miyako calmed down, Hope and the other Generals pushed through the crowd. The four angels' eyes were filled with tears as they were happy about Bry's revival. "Oh, thank God," said Hope as she pulled Bry in for a hug.

"Uh, can't b-breathe."

"Oh, sorry," said Hope sheepishly. Angels patted the girl on the back, hugged her, screamed at her the way Miyako did, cried and completely soaked her clothes (A/N: Gingka *points finger accusingly*), the such.

When the welcome back ceremony was finished, the Generals and the six that fought Sakura, Xorn, and Kiara walked to the command tent. The Generals took their seats while the other angels knelt on the red velvet carpet.

"So," said Dunamis, "you're back. Lucky you, Hope. The Lord answered your prayer."

"I'm not the only one who's back, Generals."

The four angels looked at Bry questioningly. Bry stood, arms crossed over her chest. "Kiara Summers is back, too."

"What!?"

"That's impossible!"

There were cries of outburst as Hope only laced her fingers together. "It is not impossible. It is rare for such a thing to happen."

"What? Hope, is there something you're not telling us?" asked Alex. Kyoya's eyes were wide, but he was silent. Kiara's back? Bad news for him. Hope nodded.

"Keep in mind that I'm as old as creation."

"Oh...well someone's looking good," said Gingka, in hopes of calming the angering General. Hope looked a little angry that a demon, even if it was Kiara, came back from the Underworld. She's happy the demon's alive again, but its just not right. Demons are supposed to stay vanquished, but this type of thing happens once in a while. Just not supper often.

"This has happened only three times before. Let's hope this is the last. Kiara Summers, the Fire Demon, is back from the dead. Bry, care to tell us how you two bonded?"

"Well, as we all know, a Demon is a fallen Angel. You have to be an Angel first before you can be a Demon. While Kiara was the Fire Angel, not a Demon, we were friends. We watched each others backs and we fought together. Eventually, a bond was created. When she was about to fall, she offered to me to come with her. I refused. I didn't want to help the Devil at all. So, she became a Demon."

"But the bond is still there?" asked Ninel. Bry nodded.

"You see," continued Hope, "when an Angel is bonded to someone, and they die, the other lives. When the other dies, and the Angel is also dead, when the Angel is possibly reborn, so is the other, no matter even if they are human. It works on any breed of creature. Even a demon."

* * *

><p><span>Back in Hell...<br>

"And that is how it happened," said Kiara. Xorn was also in the General's chamber, listening to Kiara's story. Sakura was frowning. Iron was scratching her chin in thought. Melanie was running her pale fingers through her long grey hair. Kasumi was playing thoughtfully with her water magic. Xorn was leaning against the back wall, his throat bandaged and his stomach bandaged as well, using a knife to pick dinner from between his teeth. So, if Kiara's back, so is that damned angel, Bry.

This is going to get messy.

Sakura silently cursed. She had not used Mortem to actually kill Bry, only her demon tail. If she had used Mortem, things would be different.

Bry would not have come back as an Angel.

Her red eyes glowed in anger. The other Generals looked at their leader as she had a waring rage within her. Sakura held out her hand, and two purple orbs glowed in the empty darkness behind her. "You know what?"

Everyone looked at her.

"Bry and Xorn are not the last dragons."

The orbs grew to be the size of a window, and out of the darkness melted the massive black head of a dragon. The scales were as thick as an iron beam, the eyes glowing a powerful amethyst, the spines running down the dragon's neck, back, and tail were sharper than Diamante's knives, the black claws as evilly pointed as Mortem's blade. This dragon radiated fear and power. "This is Shadow."

"He's huge!" exclaimed Kiara.

"Shadow is a she. And yes. As my power grows, so does Shadow's."

"Uh, Kura," said Kasumi shakily, "how many other monsters do you have?"

"You've met the hydra."

"That's right."

"So, Melanie," said Sakura. Melanie jumped forward. "I want you to go to the ice nymphs' home, and destroy them ALL. If Ninel Velasquez's natural home is destroyed, she becomes weaker. Also, go after her family. Take Kasumi with you and ride Shadow. And if you must, destroy all of Spain anyway. Kill everyone who stand in your way. You can do this, hmm?"

"Yes!"

"Then go," said Sakura darkly. She laughed evilly as the two Generals walked from the room and to Shadow's chambers where they can take off and fly to Spain and the ice nymphs' glacier home, killing ANYONE who is to get in the way.

The world is becoming darker as the war between light and darkness gets bolder. Humans are rushing to their homes for protection, school in all periods of time has been closed, animals are taking shelter, and the world becomes a little more colder as the Naiad Sorceress works her dark magic to put the world in darkness.

* * *

><p><strong>Yay! Chapter! I hope you guys were able to keep up. And I hope that I did a good job explaining everything. Tell me! Oh, might as well put up the stuff for the contest again just for a reminder. I kind of goofed up on the date, so here's everything revised. Same basic rules as last time. I want everyone to enter if possible. But I altered the prizes, so don't pay attention to the last doo-hickey I put up.<br>**

**Okay, Rules of Doom!**

**1. It has to be something that goes along with this story line.**

**2. You may use any of the OCs and characters already mentioned in the story.**

**3. You must have fun.**

**4. You HAVE to have fun.**

**5. It can either be a fight scene or a dramatic romance scene. I don't know, like someone's crush just died :/**

**6. It has to be published. Not reviewed or PMed to me.**

**7. No randomness i_i**

**8. There has to be a bit of violence.**

**9. Content must be rated T or under. I don't like reading rated M stuff.**

**10. Due the 1st of March.**

**Once you have your entry published, PM me that you do. Otherwise, I would never know to check. In your review to this chapter, tell me if you have decided to join in the fun. Who ever wins gets to send another OC and just to make this juicier, you also get to put in a self insert that's a Norse goddess or god! I have some fun stuff planned for Norway. HEHEHEHEHE! I've decided to make them higher Angels cause, you know, story of just ONE God and such. Heh, I'm Christian, or more accurately, Lutheran, and I've never read the WHOLE Bible. Just the first four chapters...which I've forgot...FORGIVE ME!**

**Rewards:**

**First: OC and self insert god/goddess  
><strong>

**Second: OC and self insert god/goddess  
><strong>

**Third: OC  
><strong>

**Everyone Else: COOKIES!**

**King: Review!**


	14. Journey

**Disclaimer: I do not own Metal Fight Beyblade or any of the OCs that were submitted. The journey chapter! Notice for CygnusCrown Night: Hurry and send in Neptune! You have one week, as of 2-15-14, to submit her or I will ask another author to replace her. I have used the rest of my patience. I'm not a patient person!**

**Enjoy the chapter, no matter how boring it may end up being!**

* * *

><p>Melanie and Kasumi entered Shadow's chamber. The massive dragon already had a large bone encrusted saddle mounted on the small of her neck. Kasumi and Melanie were already battle ready, their weapons strapped to their sides. Kasumi stared up at her lead General's large beast. Yeah, Sakura was full of mystery, and she knew about her pet hydra, Nightmare, but not about a dragon! Its awesome!<p>

"Well, looks like you're gonna have fun," said a voice in the dark.

Melanie rolled her eyes. "Seriously? We kinda have to leave, Nightmare."

_Wow_, thought Kasumi, _right on cue._

A humanoid walked out of the shadows. The person was a woman, with black shiny skin and milky golden eyes that are slitted. She has dark silky purple hair that is in four braids down her back, and messy bangs over her eyes. Small fangs poked through her upper lip, which is turned up in a cold sneer. Sher ears are long and devilishly pointed. She wore dark robes of green under a black cloak. She wore black leather boots, and fingerless gloves that showed off her wicked claws.

Kasumi's confused. "Wait, I thought that Nightmare is a hydra."

"She is...she can just transform into a humanoid of herself," responded Melanie.

"Oh...that makes sense."

Nighmare sighed. "You guys get to have all the fun! So does Shadow! Lucky. I don't get to do anything anymore. Why, back in my day, a thousand years ago, I was the only evil creature around here," there was a hiss, and a gorgon slithered by with polish for Shadow's scales. Nightmare's sneer grew only to a disgusting frown. "Well, they were here too. And some Cyclopes, giants, why, I even met Typhon once, but that was just so Sakura could sing him a lullaby. He was making a volcano explode, and Sakura needed to calm him down before he destroyed the world. But I was the one always taken out to play."

"On second thought,"suddenly said Iron, gliding down from nowhere, "Sakura said that while Kasumi and Melanie do what they're doing, I am to travel to Japan and look for these special scrolls that may change the tide of this stupid war. So, Nightmare, let's get you saddled."

Nightmare's gold eyes widened in excitement. "A quest? FINALLY! I knew Sakura would acknowledge my existence eventually."

"No, just because Shadow's already being used."

Nightmare sweatdropped in anger. "I see. Well then, see you two when Iron and I finish business."

Iron whispered to her fellow Generals, "I would rather take a hellhound. This one's a drag."

The other Generals snickered in amusement. "I heard that!" came Nightmare's voice from the dark. The three girls still laughed a little before Kasumi and Melanie finally mounted on Shadow's back. A hundred miles above the two, the earth moved aside to reveal an open dark sky. Shadow pumped her wings, and slowly lifted her massive bodice from the ground. The dragon gained speed in the liftoff and rose toward the gaping hole in the earth. They entered the clear night sky, and the earth closed below them, and Shadow flew off to the ice nymphs' home.

They are heading to Norway.

* * *

><p>Bry lay in her canvas tent, flexing and moving her fingers. She focused only on her hand, and the skin bubbled, taking on the scaly dark blue texture of a dragon's hide. She picked up a knife, and sliced at the skin. The sharp blade didn't even scratch the scales. Bry smirked to herself, and then frowned. Its so strange to be alive again. She always wondered what it was like to be dead. Meh, she wondered what it was like to be claimed by death. Of course, it ended up being painful, but for a just cause.<p>

She focused on her black human-like nails, the bone extending and sharpening to five inch nails. Wow. New record. Bry is slowly beginning to explore her new-found powers. She always knew that she was half dragon, but she never imagined that she could actually transform all of herself, and some of her regular features, into dragon features.

Miyako was proud of her. She definitely knew that. She has passed judgement under God and is now alive again. But she can't die again. She knew it was just a one time thing. Next time she dies, she stays in Heaven forever. She will never be allowed to come back down.

She has heard that Miyako had finally found her true form. From what she's seen, Demons do too. She chuckled to herself. Now that's an understatement. Jeez, if more demons discovered their true forms, then all of Angeldom is doomed. At least they have the Generals of Heaven and Miyako. Hope Song said herself that Miyako is the first in over two hundred years to discover her true form.

Pfft. Bry has only found her dragon transformation. She hasn't found her true form. She'll be the next. She has promised herself this. She transformed her hand back into that of human flesh. Suddenly, Frieda burdt through her tent flaps, eyes wild and wide.

"Dude! Get up! We have a mission!"

Bry waved her arms in surprise and fell off her cot, spewing fire from her mouth and burning the right side of the canvas tent. The dragon hybrid got herself under control and looked at the other angel angrily. "DUDE! What the hell is wrong with you! I COULD'VE BEEN ASS NAKED!"

Frieda was laughing so hard, she barely managed to mutter, "No cursing". Bry grumbled to herself as she stood up. "Okay, what do you want?"

"Ag-g-gain, m-mission. Ha ha!"

"Alright, cheeky cherry, let's go," said Bry as she grabbed Frieda's cherry red hair and tugged her along. Frieda floated up, out of the other angel's grasp and flew to the command tent. Bry grumbled as she pumped her wings and lifted into the air. She flew after Frieda and landed outside the tent, where she, Ninel, and Miyako were outside of.

A boy angel let them in, and they knelt in the usual spot in front of the Generals of heaven. They seem to be there a lot nowadays. Hope frowned. "I have bad news, Angels. Scouts say that they spot a dragon, carrying two of the Generals of the Underworld north. They are tracking the beast as we speak, giving us further Intel. It appears that they are heading toward...where, again?"

"Norway," responded Kyoya.

"There was also a report that Iron, the Steel Dragon, is flying north west to Japan reasons yet unknown," said Dunamis.

Ninel was pale, and Bry didn't know why. She put a hand on the ice nymph hybrid's shoulder. Hope looked at the girl questioningly. "What is it, Ninel?"

"Y-You said Norway, right?" The General nodded. Ninel's eyes widened in terror. "AH! My home-home is there!"

"'Home-home'?" snickered Kyoya. The light bulb went off in Alex's head as Hope swatted Kyoya with a heavy textbook.

"Isn't that the natural home of the ice nymph?"

Ninel nodded sadly. "My home is in danger. We have to go and save it! If the Demons destroy my home, then I grow weaker. I could grow so weak, its possible that I could die. I don't want to die!"

"You really don't," agreed Bry. "Take it from the chick who got stabbed in the stomach and had to go through everything. It sucks the first few days. You're constantly judged, and I was lucky I was lead to the Fields of Elysium, where I was allowed to take the stair case to Heaven because I am an Angel."

"I don't need all the details. Yeesh," said Ninel.

"Well, we can't afford to lose you, Ninel Velasquez," said Kyoya.

"You will go and defend your home, while I send Geno, Gingka, and a new recruit, Sierra Crystals, to chase Iron Ash and see what the Demon is up to. Good luck! Farewell," said Dunamis.

The angels nodded and left.

* * *

><p>"I really don't see the point of doing this," said Geno as she rode a milky chocolate colored pegasus at a safe distance from Iron and Nighmare, whom Kasumi enchanted to sprout wings for the journey.<p>

"Neither do I. we're not aloud to attack unless we really have to. That, I don't mind, but this is getting boring, and I'm hungry. Oh, thanks, Sierra."

"No problem. good thing I packed a lot of snacks!" said Sierra, who rides a steel blue pegasus. Sierra has milky white skin and ocean blue eyes that are sparkling. Her hair is brown with yellow streaks at the bottom and reaches her waist. She has a slim figure, clad in black tight jeans with a dark blue tee and brown combat boots. She seems really excited to be on her first real quest.

"She's diving. And we're above Mount Tsurugi, Japan. Why is she here?"

"Let us find out."

They dived down after the hydra and her rider. When Nightmare was 200 feet from the surface of the mountain, she leaped from the hydra's back and spread her metal wings. She stopped in midair, and dove down until she lightly landed on a snow-covered peak. Nightmare transformed into her humanoid self clad in dark purple and black battle armor, and a black blade strapped to her side. The three angels above slowed their decent and softly landed behind a snow hill. They climbed off their pagasi and shooed the winged horses away. They peered over the hill, the wind whipping their hair and washing away their scents from Iron's malignant nose.

Nightmare and her partner hiked down a snow-worn brick path. Geno's brow furrowed in confusion. There's a path? She looked at the snow hill they were hiding behind and started to brush the snow off. She shivered. Thank God Sierra brought gloves. Gingka and the water nymph hybrid looked at Geno questioningly. Geno sniffed as she dug, and her hand touched something solid. She sniffed. Smells like something died here.

"Trust me. Something's here," she said to her friends over the howl of the wind. Gingka shrugged and helped Geno dig while sierra looked through the contents of a basket she was carrying, and revealed a thermos full of hot chocolate. She sipped some and offered the drink to Geno and Gingka as they worked.

They accepted the drink, and continued to dig. Geno brushed snow off an object. She stifled a scream. There, a skeleton lay in the ice on the roof of a shack, angel wings sprouting from the shoulder blades.

"Oh, my," said Sierra.

Gingka studied the surrounding, seeing much more lumps of snow and broken tents. "This was once an Angel camp."

Sierra dug a tunnel under the mound. "There's more under it. A rock. There's something inscribed on it."

"How would you know?" asked Geno.

Sierra looked at her friend with a raised eyebrow. "Water nymph. Ice. Frozen water. DUH."

"Oh, right. Sorry."

"What is it, Sierra?" asked Gingka. Sierra dug more until she found the stone.

"Well, turns out, its a casing. Lucky us, there's a message."

"What does it say?" asked Geno.

"It says, 'Beware. Guard the objects with your life. These are too valuable. They hold the future of Heaven and all Angeldom. Hope Song, General of Heaven, 400 A.D.' Holy crap! Jesus, she's old!"

"Yeah. She is. Been General since the battle to decide who got Hell, and who got Heaven. Well, what are the 'objects'?" asked Gingka.

"Well, if they really hold the fate of the future, and Sakura's after them, then we best get going and stop her," concluded Geno. The three carefully raced after Iron and Nightmare, Sierra pointing out where to be quiet, due to avalanche zones, where the steps were slippery, and when to stop and wait. They eventually caught up with Iron and Nightmare. They walked down the stone steps for what seemed like eons. Finally, they approached a small cave in the side of the mountain, a sign that says BEWARE. UNSTABLE. next to it.

Iron and Nightmare walked inside.

"Oh, great. More walking," complained Sierra.

"Hey, you're young! Be happy you at least don't get massive knee pains all the time," retorted Gingka. "I'm old. How can Hope still even move?!"

"Shut up!" said Geno. "They'll catch us. Now stop being stupid and follow me."

"Who made you leader?" asked Sierra.

"Dunamis did."

"Oh. There we go now, Sierra. Come on."

"Coming, Gingka!"

The three sauntered through the cave, shivering from the immense cold. Well, actually, Sierra was totally fine, walking as if the cold only tickled her. The angels finally caught up with Iron and Nightmare again. They had stopped in front of a set of marble white doors. Iron held out her hand, and a beam of metal shot from the ground and broke down the doors. Iron laughed softly to herself as she smeared mud on a picture of God. Nightmare glared at her General.

"Must I remind you, we need to hurry with this. While the Angels are distracted with our other forces headed to Norway and Spain to wipe out the stupid ice nymph's home, we need to hurry before we are noticed."

"Just a little favor for Sakura."

"Humph."

The three angels wanted to MURDER that iron demon so much, they were willing to go as far as Chinese water torture. How dare she do that to God's face! The demon and monster walked into the small cave behind the doors. The angels silently followed. They froze in their tracks, for there, standing before them, was a massive library. Books from all time periods littered thousands upon thousands of shelves. Every copy of every book in the world was collected here. It was constantly expanding all on its own and adding more bookshelves. Books appeared out of thin air, little plastic boxes with glowing screens would even appear with a book cover lit up on the screen. Paperback books, hard cover books, scrolls, slabs of rock, every piece of writing from everywhere was collected here, in this gilded hall of gold and silver and diamond.

"Welcome, Nightmare, to the library of God! The largest collection of books from every time period everywhere! Oh, if we were to safeguard this, we'd know every little thing we would need to know about ever!"

"Now we must find the Scrolls of Destiny. They will allow us to re-write everything from past, present, and future!" The monster cackled evilly. Iron picked up a heavy college history textbook and whacked the hydra with it.

"That's not what they're used for! They hold prophecies of everything!"

"So you can't re-write history?"

"Is the title Scrolls of History?"

"No."

"Then you don't re-write history with them! The Oracle of Delphi wrote all of the scrolls herself with the help of Japanese soothsayers. If we get our hands on the scrolls for Sakura, then we basically know the future without spoiling everything too early. Now, help me find them!"

Sierra quietly unsheathed her sword and was about to charge when Geno and Gingka held her back. "No, we wait."

"But we fight if we need to!"

"Yes, but when its essential. Let's wait this out and see what they find before we do anything. That will decide if we should attack or not. We don't even know if they'll find it."

"Found it!" called Nightmare.

Geno sweatdropped. "Oh, well then. That's just not fair."

"Read it! Find the prophecy of this date!" said Iron, bouncing in excitement. Nightmare flipped through the scrolls and stopped.

"Found it."

"What does it say? I can't read Japanese konji."

"It says,

_Good and Evil will once again fight,_

_They, the Lord and Lucifer will exchange clashes in the night._

_Three Angels and three Demons bound,_

_Their hostile combat will rock the ground._

_On the ashes, a new Empire will rise,_

_The children of Darkness will win a new prize._

_The creatures of light, so lovely and pure,_

_Will become legend and fight to lure,_

_Beasts of light, some last hopes._

_One side will rise and conquer,_

_But a child will destroy thy father._"

The two looked at each other. "God will win, but an Angel will destroy him. Sounds good to me," said Iron evilly.

"Now," said Geno.

Sierra rubbed her hands together and said, "Vapor Vision."

Mist curled from her hands and entered the library. Sierra nodded to her comrades. Gingka unsheathed his large buster sword and Geno unclasped hr golden staff from her back.

"Ugh! I can't see. Where'd this fog come from?" complained Nightmare. "Fog's not good for hydra skin or scales."

"Stop complaining! Apparently, we're not alone. Get the scrolls."

"They...they're gone!"

"What?! Oaf!"

Sierra stopped her mist making and ran after Gingka and Geno as they bolted out of the library so fast, they could probably make a sonic boom. Sierra stood outside the tunnel and focused on the snow clumped on the top of the entrance. She made a tugging motion, and the snow collapsed over the tunnel entrance. She hurried after her friends, magically clearing the steps of any snow or debris. Geno whistled, the pegasi swooping down and allowing their riders to climb onto their backs. They spurred the creatures, and flew off as fast as they could through the wind and the cold. Sierra flew in front, holding her hand out, parting the wind and the snow.

"We have to hurry befo-"

"THERE YOU ARE! NOW GIVE ME BACK MY SCROLLS!" screamed Iron, riding a monstrous five-headed hydra. The angels screamed and plowed their pegasi faster. Iron smirked as she held out her hand. "Sayōnara, suckers! Chain of Torture!"

Chains erupted from under the armor that clad her arm and snaked down her long slender fingers, lashing at one target. The lethal metal chains wrapped themselves around Geno and her pegasus, squeezing her until she screamed.

"Geno!" cried the two other angels. Iron laughed wickedly and the chains pulled Geno and the scrolls back as Nightmare opened her mouth, breathing a black substance that took the form of a portal. Gingka and Sierra's eyes widened in horror realization. The portal engulfed Nightmare and Iron, including Geno and the scrolls.

* * *

><p><strong>Dun dun DUUUUUUUN! What's going to happen next? HA! Not telling! MWEMWEMWEMWEMWEMWEEE! Alright, just in case, I'm going to post contest stuff as a reminder :)<br>**

**1. It has to be something that goes along with this story line.**

**2. You may use any of the OCs and characters already mentioned in the story.**

**3. You must have fun.**

**4. You HAVE to have fun.**

**5. It can either be a fight scene or a dramatic romance scene. I don't know, like someone's crush just died :/**

**6. It has to be published. Not reviewed or PMed to me.**

**7. No randomness i_i**

**8. There has to be a bit of violence.**

**9. Content must be rated T or under. I don't like reading rated M stuff.**

**10. Due the 1st of March.**

**Once you have your entry published, PM me that you do. Otherwise, I would never know to check. In your review to this chapter, tell me if you have decided to join in the fun. Who ever wins gets to send another OC and just to make this juicier, you also get to put in a self insert that's a Norse goddess or god! I have some fun stuff planned for Norway. HEHEHEHEHE! I've decided to make them higher Angels cause, you know, story of just ONE God and such. Heh, I'm Christian, or more accurately, Lutheran, and I've never read the WHOLE Bible. Just the first four chapters...which I've forgot...FORGIVE ME!**

**Rewards:**

**First: OC and self insert god/goddess  
><strong>

**Second: OC and self insert god/goddess  
><strong>

**Third: OC  
><strong>

**Everyone Else: COOKIES!**

**King: Review!**


	15. Prisoner

**Disclaimer: I do not own Metal Fight Beyblade. Sorry for the late update guys. I've been busy -_-' On the bright side, its spring break, so I've got loads more update time XD Enjoy!  
><strong>

**Kyoya: About time...**

**me: Shut up!**

**Ryuga: *snickers***

**me: Now this is also where some of the romance part of the story begins. Let's try this...**

* * *

><p>Sakura lay in bed next to a sleeping form. She pulled the covers closer to her body, suddenly getting a sudden chill and shivering. A warm arm wrapped around her waist. She stirred to look around her shoulder at the other person in her bed.<p>

"You cold? I can fix it."

"No, I'm fine," said Sakura, shivering again to only make her response a total lie. "I shouldn't be cold."

"Keep in mind, you're darkness, not fire. You can still get cold."

"Mind warming me up then, dragon boy?" The other form smirked before glowing a warm orange and red, lighting up the bed, his face, and warming the Devil's daughter next to him. Sakura sighed in relief. "Thanks, Ryuga."

"Anytime," smirked the other demon. He nuzzled her neck. She scooted a little away, giggling.

"Ryuga, stop! That tickles!" Her red eyes glowed darkly at Ryuga. He smiled evilly, grabbing Sakura's chin and leaning her face toward his warm one. She touched his cheek, earning a sizzle from her fingers for touching the glowing skin. Ryuga's golden eyes shimmered mischievously. He leaned over her face.

"Still cold?"

Sakura smirked slyly, getting the other demon's game. "Maybe," she said. Ryuga leaned closer. He was only an inch from Sakura's face when the door was knocked on, interrupting the two. Sakura growled with rage, eyes glowing a dark bloody red as she stood up and walked over to the door, swinging it open. "What the hell do you want?!" screamed Sakura, her hair seeming to defy gravity.

"Ah! Don't murder us!" screamed Nightmare.

Sakura paused, her eyes' glowing diminishing and her hair returning to its normal messy look. She pushed the light red strand of hair out from between her eyes and stared intensely at Iron and Nightmare. "Oh. Did you get what I asked for?"

Iron smirked evilly. "And more. Nightmare?"

The hydra humanoid threw a limp body before Sakura's feet. Sakura raised an eyebrow in pure amusement. She leaned down onto one knee, gabbing the body's face, and forcing it to look at her. "Well, well, Geno Breaker. How's your life? Don't worry, you won't have much of a life after I'm through with you. You'll wish you have never been created."

Geno whimpered in her unconscious state. Sakura smiled wickedly. She got up and turned to Nightmare and Iron, a hand outstretched. Iron gave Sakura the collection of scrolls they had managed to force from the angel's grasp on the way down to Hell. Sakura purred, unwrapping the scroll, eyes tracing every detail of writing on the pieces of paper. She turned to her henchmen. "Father will be pleased. This gives us the upper hand in this war. Go and enjoy yourselves. You deserve a rest. But first, come inside. We have a few things to discuss."

The other demons followed their General into her room. As they walked inside, they spotted Ryuga walking out of the closet, a shirt slung over his shoulder and him tying a red sash around his black Japanese-styled pants.

Nightmare leaned over to whisper in Iron's ear: "He has abs?"

Iron smirked at the hydra humanoid. "You didn't know? 'Should see him while he's working out. Some other demons can't take their eyes off him. Its hilarious, actually."

Nightmare nodded in understanding. "I can see why..."

Iron whacked her partner. "Don't let Kura hear you say that."

'"Oh. Fine then."

Sakura poked Ryuga in the chest. "Put your shirt on."

"Wanna do it for me?" teased the demon. Sakura glared. Iron can basically feel the tension in Nightmare. She can already hear the creature's thoughts: _I want to! _

Ryuga pulled on a sleeveless ninja's shirt and settled on the bed, picking up a book from the bedside table and opening it to his marked spot. Sakura sat on the edge and gestured to the other two to do so as well. After Nightmare and Iron settled in their spots, Sakura asked, "So, how was the trip?"

"Uh, it was fine."

"Any major trouble?"

"Nope. Just Geno, Gingka, and this newbie Sierra trying to take the scrolls. We got 'em though."

"Obviously. Now, before you go and rest, I want you to put Geno in the holding cell A-17. She's an Angel of much power; she should be able to take it down there."

"Are you sure, Sakura? The last person you sent to that cell was also an Angel like Geno. And she didn't even last four days."

"Are you questioning me, Iron?" asked the Reaper darkly. Iron gulped and shook her head quickly. "Then do as I say, and get out of my sight!"

"Yes, ma'am!" responded Nightmare and Iron with hints of fear in their voices. The two rushed off, leaving Sakura alone with Ryuga. Sakura sighed, crawling back into the bed and settling under the covers next to Ryuga. The man golden-eyed teen looked down at the girl, seeing the obvious stress on her face.

"It must be hard, doing all the work behind the scenes in this war instead of your father. I can see what the stress is doing to you."

"There is already stress wrinkles while I'm only my age?!"

Ryuga smirked, chuckling to himself. "That's not what I meant at all. I mean, you look tired, Sakura. I'm worried about your health."

"I don't want your worry."

Ryuga sighed in agitation. "Once in a while, let someone worry about you. Sakura, its gonna ruin you."

"You're worried about someone as powerful as me? Me? The first being to physically _crawl_ from Tartarus , and your worried."

"I'm just saying, Kura, stress and worry can kill you. Its half the reason you claim the souls you claim. Some of them are caused by-"

"Suicide."

"Exactly. I don't want you to claim your own soul. I wouldn't be able to stand my life without worrying for you. Now i want you to sleep."

"But I have to be there when Kasumi and Melanie return."

"See? Look at what you're doing to yourself! You're making yourself do unnecessary things. You know what? I'll deal with Kasumi and Melanie when they return so that you could have a worry-free nap. Okay?"

Sakura hesitated before answering, unsure if she should let another do something she's supposed to do. She reluctantly nodded. "Thanks, Ry. I owe you one."

"Anytime. Now, about that kiss you didn't give me..."

* * *

><p>Iron dragged Geno's limp body across the obsidian floor down to the holding cells. Nightmare walked beside her. Iron pointed a glare in the hydra's direction. "You know," said the Steel Dragon in an annoyed voice, "you can help out with this a little."<p>

"Nah. You're doing just fine."

"NIGHTMARE, HELP ME NOW!"

"Okay, okay! What's got your tail in a knot?"

Iron sighed. "Its Sakura. Have you seen her eye circles?"

"Those are supposed to be there."

"Yeah, well, they've been deeper lately. Her dad's putting so much stress on her lately, I'm beginning to wonder when she'll crack. She may be one of the most powerful demons out there, but even she can handle only so much stress."

"Point. She's got souls to claim and this war to run and just being...her."

"Yeah. She always has too much on her plate."

"I've never understood that idiom."

Iron sighed. "Sometimes I wonder why Sakura hasn't kicked you out yet. It means that you're dealing with more than you can handle. Its like you have a lot of food on your plate and you try to eat all of it. You can only eat so much. Everyone has their own limits. I have my own; you do. Even Sakura has limits."

"Yeah. I guess she just works herself too hard, huh?"

"Yeah. We're here."

"I forgot how to navigate through here," said Nightmare stupidly. Iron sighed and facepalmed.

"Sakura has even redone the layout so that you can get your stupid ass around here."

"Oi! I'm forgetful! Alright?"

"I don't think I will fully understand you, Nightmare."

"You will eventually."

"No, I don't think so."

The two continued to drag Geno through a dark tunnel, lit only by a few torches and glowing topaz on the wall. Kasumi had enchanted them to glow. They walked down the dark obsidian passage. They walked up to an iron door, and Iron knocked twice. A large burly man opened the door. Iron smiled up at him.

"Hey, Boar, we've got a prisoner. Mind showing us the way down so that we could lock 'er up?"

The large man, Boar, grunted. He grabbed a set of keys jingling on the wall and walked the demons farther down the dark barely lit tunnel.

Nightmare leaned over to Iron. "So how does this place work again?"

Iron facepalmed again. "Okay, try and keep up. There are four levels with twenty cells on each. Each level has worse punishment then the last; level D being the easiest to handle. You know, for minor crimes against the Devil or something. Level C is harsher, with more torture meant for harsher and more serious crimes. Level B is pretty bad, made just for large criminals and traitors. Level A is the worst, just for war prisoners and traitors committing the highest treason. Treason like the stuff that guy Adolf Hitler committed."

"Oh," said Nightmare slowly, nodding in understanding. "I think I fully understand this time."

"Good, because that was the fiftieth time I've told you, and the last time. Next time you want to know, go to a strip club and ask some poor other sorry ass."

"You mean like you?"

Iron blushed profusely. "I-I do NOT go to strip clubs!"

"Really? 'Cause last time I checked, you're not a virgin anymore."

"How would you know if I'm a virgin or not?!"

"I get bored easily. So I like to go through the files on everyone here. There is some mighty interesting blackmail on yours."

Iron's eyes glowed a dark dangerous grey, her fangs suddenly sharper, and a demonic voice as she said, "_Dare to say such things to ANYBODY, I will chop off every single one of your heads and mount them on my wall. Got it, hydra?"_

For added effect, a sharp black claw threatened to cut open Nightmare's throat. The hydra humanoid gulped, nodding her head vigorously. Iron turned around, growling. The group continued their walk down to detention level A. They walked along the corridor and up to another iron door. Boar opened it with his keys and lead the others through and down the hall of cells until they reached cell 17. A skeleton lay on the floor, obviously the last prisoner that was imprisoned in the very cell. Boar unlocked the bar door. The door swung open with a very high pitched creak. Iron had to cover her ears.

Nightmare helped Iron lug Geno through the gap. Iron set her hand on a flat sheet of diamond, the cuffs of the chains glowing a bright white. By magic, the chains hanging from the ceiling and connected to the floor snaked their ways down to Geno, clasping to her wrists and her ankles. They pulled her into a hanging position, pulled taught by her restrains. White energy surged through her body, burning away her clothes and armor. A white bubble of electrocuting energy formed around the prisoner, keeping her shielded from anyone who would want to free her.

Iron laughed maniacally and turned to Boar. "Make sure this one's punishments are harsh until she starts talking. Oh, and make sure to record her screams while you're at it. I've run out of material to help me sleep and I need something new to listen to. Mind doing that, Boar?" The large man shook his head no. "Perfect. I'll see ya later. Have Xorn bring me the recordings once you have them done." Boar nodded.

Nightmare walked up to an unconscious Geno. "Sweet nightmares, Geno."

The demons walked out of the holding cell and headed to their sleeping areas, finally able to rest and get their heads together. They have been doing so much lately, and they figured they do deserve some rest. Iron turned on the recordings of screaming that help her sleep. She crawled in under her covers and settled in for the night.

Nightmare turned into her hydra form, slithering into her large stable and falling asleep on a large pile of human bones, people who she had feasted on in the past.

Sakura slept well that night, and as soon as morning came, she studied the prophecies of the scrolls Iron and Nightmare had recovered for her the previous day. While she read, she was most concerned about the main prophecy, and the words _But a child will destroy thy father _floated through her head. Its as almost like the scroll knew she would eventually read it. And Sakura hoped that that nagging feeling was wrong...

* * *

><p><strong>Okay guys, CygnusCrown Night's OC spot is open. I have decided to ask DragonFang2011 if she doesn't mind sending in an OC. Pretty please? *smiles* Now, because Star's Roaring Blaze was the only one who wrote and published her story, she wins the contest by default. But because I'm nice, I'll give you suckers another chance by extending the date...sorry Star's Roaring Blaze, but I was kinda hoping for more competition for the contest. Jeez, I feel like I'm betraying you DX I'M SO SORRY! Fallenbey, here's your second chance. Grace of Light, here's a chance for you to write your story. Now, just for a reminder, I'm going to post the rules and prizes and la-dee-da. Here:<br>**

**1. It has to be something that goes along with this story line.**

**2. You may use any of the OCs and characters already mentioned in the story.**

**3. You must have fun.**

**4. You HAVE to have fun.**

**5. It can either be a fight scene or a dramatic romance scene. I don't know, like someone's crush just died :/**

**6. It has to be published. Not reviewed or PMed to me.**

**7. No randomness i_i**

**8. There has to be a bit of violence.**

**9. Content must be rated T or under. I don't like reading rated M stuff.**

**10. Due the 31st of March.**

**Once you have your entry published, PM me that you do. Otherwise, I would never know to check. In your review to this chapter, tell me if you have decided to join in the fun. Who ever wins gets to send another OC and just to make this juicier, you also get to put in a self insert that's a Norse goddess or god! I have some fun stuff planned for Norway. HEHEHEHEHE! I've decided to make them higher Angels cause, you know, story of just ONE God and such. Heh, I'm Christian, or more accurately, Lutheran, and I've never read the WHOLE Bible. Just the first four chapters...which I've forgot...FORGIVE ME!**

**Rewards:**

**First: OC and self insert god/goddess  
><strong>

**Second: OC and self insert god/goddess  
><strong>

**Third: OC  
><strong>

**Everyone Else: COOKIES!**

**Now I'm sorry, Roaring Blaze. You'll have to wait :'( Gotta give everyone a chance. Now I'm going to post some Norse gods and goddesses you guys can look at to get an idea of OCs you want to create. Here:**

**Baldr** - _God of beauty, innocence, peace, and rebirth._

**Borr** - _Father of Óðinn, Vili and Ve.  
><em>

**Bragi** - _God of poetry, music and the harp._

**Búri** - _Ruler of Prehistory, the first god._

**Dagr** - _God of the daytime._

**Delling** - _God of dawn._

**Eir** - _Goddess of healing._

**Ēostre** - _Goddess of spring._

**Elli** - _Goddess of old age._

**Forseti** - _God of justice, peace and truth.  
><em>

**Fitch** - _God of ruling and arbitration.  
><em>

**Freyja** - _Goddess of love, fertility, and battle. _

**Freyr** - _God of fertility.  
><em>

**Frigga** - _Goddess of marriage and motherhood. (Being used)  
><em>

**Fulla** - _Frigga´s_ _handmaid._

**Gmot** - _God of the moon.  
><em>

**Gefjun** - _Goddess of fertility and plough._

**Hel** - _Queen of Neifelheim, the Norse underworld. (Being used)  
><em>

**Heimdallr** - _G__uardian of Ásgarð, their realm. (Being used)  
><em>

**Hermóðr** - _The heroic son of Odin._

**Hlín** - _Goddess of consolation and protection._

**Höðr** - _God of winter._

**Hœnir** - _The silent god._

**Iðunn** - _Goddess of youth.  
><em>

**Jörð** - _Goddess of the Earth.  
><em>

**Kellaa** - _God of Accounting._

**Kvasir** - _God of inspiration._

**Lofn** - _Goddess of forbidden loves._

**Loki** - _Trickster and god of mischief and fire. (Being used)  
><em>

**Magni** - G_od of strength.  
><em>

**Máni** - _God of Moon._

**Mímir** - _Óðinn´s uncle._

**Nanna** - _Goddess of joy and peace._

**Njörðr** - _God of sea, wind, fish, and wealth._

**Nótt** - _Goddess of night and darkness. (Being used)  
><em>

**Odin** - _The "All Father" God of war, also associated to wisdom, poetry, and magic (The Ruler of the gods). (Being used)  
><em>

**Ran** - _Goddess of the sea._

**Sif** - _Goddess of battle._

**Sjöfn** - _Goddess of love._

**Skaði** - _Goddess of winter and hunting.  
><em>

**Snotra** - _Goddess of prudence._

**Sol **- _Goddess of Sun._

**Thor** - _God of thunder and battle. _

**Thruer** - D_aughter of Thor and Sif._

**Tyr** - _God of war. Also the god of the skies and bravery._

**Ullr** - _God of winter, hunt, and duel.  
><em>

**Váli** - _God of revenge._

**Vár** - _Goddess of contract._

**Vé** - _One of the three gods of creation. ._

**Víðarr** - _God of the forest, revenge and silence._

**Vör** - _Goddess of wisdom._

**Weth** - _Goddess of anger._

**Yggdrasil** - _Goddess of life.  
><em>

**Ægir** - _Ruler of the sea.  
><em>

**Andhrímnir** - _Cook of the gods._

**Alrighty, decide who you're going to pick! Don't forget to PM me once your story is published or else I won't know to check *glares at DemonicChickWithaSword* Alrighty, HAVE FUN AND ENJOY YOUR DAY/NIGHT! Oh, and I have a song you guys should listen to. Its called Rise by Skillet.  
><strong>

**HERE COMES DA SLAYA!**


	16. Chick Flick Moment

**Disclaimer: I do not own most of the OCs and Metal Fight Beyblade! The contest is nearing its close so hurry up! March 31st of 2014! DO NOT FAIL ME!**

**Now my sister is going to do the silly stuff :) Thought I should give her a taste of the FanFiction life XD So, here is Sister! (that's what I'm going to call her. I'm still debating on Ice Cream Junkie though :/ Don't tell her DX Wait, she just read this...DAMMIT! *goes to hide from her in Canada...maybe even Japan...idk*)**

**Sister (or Ice Cream Junkie. You guys decide :/): I'm going to slap your face after you finish this chapter T_T**

**me: HAHAHAHAHA! Let's see you try :)**

**Sister: Just get on with the story :(**

**me: Aww, you're no fun :3**

**Ryuga: *snickers***

**me and Sister: SHUDAP! *whacks with giant fluffy pink unicron of doom that spits leprechauns***

**Sister: *tackles Ryuga***

**me: NO! GET YOUR BLOODY HANDS OFF OF MY BEAUTIFUL BOY! **

**Sister: *raises eyebrow***

**Ryuga: *sickened face* What?**

**me: I admit nothing!**

**Sister: Sky, what did you do to my sister?!**

**SkyDoesMinecraft: I admit nothing!**

**Ryuga: *facepalm***

**Kyoya: *facepalm***

**King: *facepalm***

**Chris: *facepalm***

**me: TACOS! **

**Everyone: *anime fell***

**Ice Cream Junkie (Sister...I don't know. Both sound pretty good...hehehehehe...): *BEEP***

**me: *washes Sister's mouth out with soap* ONLY I'M ALOUD TO SAY THAT WORD, DAMMIT!**

**Sister: I thought that because this is the Internet that I could say anything I want! *gags on unicorn gut flavored soap***

**me: Okay, I'll deal with you later T_T ON WITH THE STORY!**

**Ryuga: Finally. Enjoy!**

**me: *snaps perverted picture* Oh, my beautiful boy *fangirls***

**Riga: O.O And I thought I was insane...**

**Drago: ROAR!**

**Sister: *fangirl faints***

**Kyoya: Who's that guy?**

**me: Some other fandom I have that goes along with Jackie Chan Adventures. GO BACK TO YOUR FANDOM DIMENSION! *kicks Drago through the rift of fandom dimensions*  
><strong>

**Sister: WAIT, TAKE ME WITH YOU!  
><strong>

**me: You want more soap? I've got other insane flavors.**

**Riga: *holds up bucket of bee gut and wasp gut flavored soap spiced with fresh lava***

**Sister: *gulp* *in a small voice* Heh, enjoy...**

* * *

><p>"Melanie, when are we going to get there?"<p>

"We get there when we get there!" retorted Melanie, annoyed with Kasumi's constant question. The Naiad Sorceress looked down below her, her eyes glowing a deep dark blue.

"We're in Belgium," Kasumi reported.

Melanie sighed. "We're almost there. We're almost there. We're almost there."

"So," said Kasumi, "if we destroy Norway, then the ice nymphs will get weaker, right?"

"If we destroy them, and Ninel's family in Spain, then she and all other ice nymphs will become so weak that she could possibly die."

"Yay! Death!"

"Don't ever say that."

"Why?"

"You sound too much like Sakura."

Kasumi looked at Melanie with interest, moving her strand of hair back behind her ear. "What's wrong with Kura?"

"Nothing. Its just that you don't look like the type of girl that would like that stuff. You talk like Sakura, you act like Sakura...you snore like her..."

"I do not snore!"

Melanie snickered. "You sound like Godzilla."

"I do not!"

"Yes you do!" laughed Melanie. Kasumi crossed her arms and glared at the vampire. Melanie continued to steer Shadow north toward Norway. As the hours tread by, Kasumi fell asleep against Melanie. The demon groaned, shoving the younger girl to be leaning against the back of the tall saddle. Melanie stared into the dark night, the wind whipping her long grey hair back. Her grip on the black leather reins tightened. Jeez, Iron got the easy job. Why'd she get the hard job? Sure it involved killing innocent people, but really? She has to kill all this? They had only passed Spain a few hours ago, and it took a long time to cross all that. Now they gotta go to a place almost as cold as hell and wipe out every single stinking life form on that large piece of rock.

Not that she has a problem with it. She actually can't wait for the killing part. But there's so much to kill, and they've even got a deadline. Maybe she can persuade Kasumi into conjuring an acid rain? Nah. Melanie knew for a fact that summoning something as powerful as an acid rain would require a lot of magical strength. Even Kasumi's got limits. The Naiad Sorceress has many powers, like conjuring the storm to block out the sun while Sakura, Kiara, and Xorn went to fight some Angels. And working slowly to cover the world in endless darkness. Sakura has magic too, but even with her knowledge of a lot of things, she can't produce half the magic that Kasumi can.

The only magical ability that Melanie has, well, as far as she knows, is the ability to turn into a bat and slightly alter her appearance. Of course that's because part vampire...on her mother's side...but she knows that she should have much more power. Vampires are feared for the facts that they can, of course, turn into bats, use telekinesis, the ability to hypnotize, the ability to place mortals under the spell of love, the ability to turn invisible, super strength, the ability to see in the dark, the one-time resurrection skill, the levitation skill, how she's supposed to be able to control animals, and the ability to use super speed.

Yeah, she's got three out of those eleven or twelve skills. Totally unfair.

Melanie shrugged. She'll learn how to use her powers soon.

Another hour has passed, and the tall lush mountains of Norway was seen. Melanie jabbed Kasumi hard in the side. She quickly sat up, golden trident unsheathed and she herself shouting in pain: "Ah! Who's there?! Oh. Its just you."

Melanie giggled to herself. Its always funny to surprise the young girl. Well, not always. Once she had gotten electrocuted. She almost died. Almost...

Kasumi yawned. She slipped her trident back into the sheath strapped to her back. Melanie steered Shadow down to land in a small clearing well away from the old village nearby. The two slipped down from the large saddle onto Shadow's scaly shoulder. They slowly climbed down the giant monster's leg, finally landing on the grass with a small puff of dirt.

"Stay here, Shadow. We'll be back soon," said Kasumi.

Melanie stroked a large scale on the dragon's foot and said, "We'll call you when we need some extra demolition in case those demons come."

The two set off through the thick forestry. As they were walking, Kasumi asked, "Hey, Mel? Why did Sakura transport us into the past if we can just destroy Norway in the present?"

"Because if we destroy it in the past, then Ninel will become nonexistent. She would never be born. Her family would disappear. She will cease to exist."

"And we would not have to go all the way down to Spain to murder her family anyway. Genius!"

Melanie smirked evilly. "Soon, there will be no more Ninel."

* * *

><p>"Ugh! Why did those stupid demons have to go into the past?" shouted Miyako in anger. She, Frieda, Ninel, and Bry were rummaging in an old temple of secret weapons stored there a long time ago by Angels. "What are we even looking for?"<p>

Frieda touched her fingers to her temples and closed her eyes, walking around the large temple until she came to a large pile. She opened her eyes and started moving objects from the pile. "I don't know, but I'll know it when I see it."

"How?" asked Bry, tilting her head to the side.

"Telekinesis, duh. I can sense the object's energy," responded the red-head.

"Can you do that with anything?"

"No, not really. Its never quite exact."

"Oh."

"Hey, Ninel, mind helping us even a bit?" asked Miyako.

Ninel sat on the top of a pile of weapons, staring sown at her hands in sadness. She looked at the pile in front of her, her eyes glowing a light blue and multiple layers of icy spikes shot from the ground, destroying and scattering the items of the pile. Ninel's eyes diminished to their natural color.

"Well," said Bry, "someone's cranky."

Frieda glared at her friend, floating over to Ninel to sit next to her. She touched the ice nymph's shoulder, retracting her hand as soon as her fingers came in contact of Ninel's skin. "Ninel! You're as cold as ice! What's wrong?"

"Its just...I can't believe that demons are so heartless!" Ninel turned to Frieda. "I mean, I know they're evil and all, but I didn't believe that they would go as far as destroy my family. I used to be friends with Kiara. I can't believe she, above all people, would go along with this. Its horrible! She wasn't like this at all when she was an Angel. Doesn't part of an Angel's personality stay with the Angel when they turn into a Demon?"

"Yes, but only the bad parts and the useful good parts. Us angels are perfect, but its not a sin to have emotions. You just can't let them take control of you and make you so bad things. Jealousy is one."

"Yeah," agreed Miyako, "you've gotta watch that one."

"Its the one that destroyed Kiara," added Bry, digging through the pile Frieda was shuffling through before.

"See?" said Frieda, turning back to her friend. "Emotions aren't bad. Just don't let them get the best of you. and its okay to feel this way Ninel."

"Then why does it feel like a sin?"

Frieda sighed, giving her friend a friendly hug. "Its not a sin, Ninel. Its okay to be angry. Its for a just cause."

"Just because you're angry doesn't make it a sin," said Miyako, giving Ninel a pat on the shoulder. Miyako winced. "Jeez, you really are cold."

"I can fix that," said Bry mischievously, fire flaring from her nostrils. Frieda glared.

"Watch it, Hot Head, she melts easy. She's not exactly metal like Miyako here."

Ninel shoved Frieda. "You watch it, or you'll become an icicle."

The friends laughed before Bry exclaimed in triumph. "Yes! Is this it?" asked Bry to Frieda, holding out a sword with a rather large white stone inserted in the middle. Frieda smiled a toothy smile in excitement. She turned to Ninel.

"Well, Ninel, you'll be able to stop those demons now. We found the time travel device used in the first war."

Ninel looked hopeful. Then her face took on a serious expression. "Guys, make me a promise."

The others looked at each other, and nodded in unison. "What is it?" asked Miyako.

Ninel inhaled deeply. "When it comes to the fight, let me take on one of the Generals. Please."

Frieda looked at her friend in concern. "I know what this is about. Now this feeling is not okay. This is the feeling that corrupts. This is bad Ninel. Which General is it?"

"The naiad."

Frieda gave her friend a scornful look. "Ninel, this is exactly what can turn you into a demon."

"This isn't about that one thing you're thinking about. Its about stopping her. I don't want my family to get hurt. Not like this. And this is also to save my own existence. If they wipe out the ice nymphs in the past..."

Bry caught on. "Then there won't be any in the future. You will vanish, and no one will remember you. We would not exist either. If it wasn't for Ninel's shield that helped you guys in your fight against Sakura, then you would not exist. Hope would not have killed Kiara." Bry suddenly looked at Ninel. "Ninel, do you realize how important you are to History?"

"Uh...how do you mean?"

"Ninel, without you, we would be dead."

That sunk in. Everyone thought about it. They would cease to exist. If Melanie and Kasumi succeed in their mission, then they are doomed. Everything after that battle will cease to have happened. They would not be there now. Hope and the other Generals would be in this almost all on their own.

"Ah! Brain pain!" said Miyako.

Ninel looked terrified. "I really have played such a large role?"

"Yeah! You saved out butts back there. I helped too, but it wasn't enough unless you were there too. Imagine!" said Frieda. "Besides, you've done so many other things before that. Just think, all that for nothing?"

Ninel looked at her hands. Then she looked at the other piles of weapons before her. "If those demons succeed, then I won't exist. We have to win, guys. We have to."

And with that, Ninel's eyes glowed blue again, and towers of cold ice erupted from the floor, shattering piles of weapons. The temperature in the room decreased, frost forming along the floor and thick ice coated the walls. Ice spread across the floor from where Ninel was sitting, ice freezing over the weapons below her.

"Ah! Ninel, stop doing that! You're freezing my hair!" shouted Miyako, running her hands crazily through her hair to keep it defrosted. Eventually, even her hands started to get covered in a thin layer of frost. Ninel regained control of herself and looked around her with a surprised expression.

"I did this? Jeez, I'm good!"

Frieda smiled. "See how powerful you actually are? I think Kasumi won't know what hit her. Want to do the honor?" Frieda extended the time sword over to Ninel. Ninel took on a determined expression, grasping the sword in her hands. She stood up on her pillar of ice and sliced at the air, channeling her power through the object. A thin line appeared in the fabric of reality. It opened to a size where the angels can walk through it.

"Well, here goes nothing," said Bry.

"Let's do this," said Ninel, stepping into the void. Bry, Miyako, and Frieda followed.

* * *

><p><strong>Well, chick flick chapter over. How did you guys like it? Tell me what you think about the emotional stuff. I'm not the best at emotional stuff. So anyway, contest is over in six days. You all guys are doing really good! Its gonna be hard to decide the winner. DragonFang, I'm still wating on the OC ;D Make it amazing! Whoo!<br>**


	17. The Weakest Demon

**Disclaimer: I do not own Metal Fight Beyblade. This is the longest chapter I have ever written ever. Jeez, I'm feeling moody today and I don't know why :/ Someone please cheer me up i_i**

**Ryuga: Who would want to cheer you up? All you ever do to us is torture us.**

**me: But I'll torture you even more whenever I'm in a foul mood.**

**Kyoya: She does have a point there.**

**Ryuga: Fine...uh, you could torture Massamune for pleasure.**

**me: *shakes head sadly* He's not new anymore. I need a new victim. *eyes wander mischievously over to Gingka who is eating a hamburger* Tee-hee... **

**Ryuga: There she goes!**

**me: *uses WIZARD GANDALF POWERS to turn the burger into a hot dog***

**Gingka: *bites* This burger suddenly tastes interesting. *looks at the "burger"* WHAAA! ALRIGHT! I'M GOING TO MURDER WHOEVER DID THIS!**

**me: BWAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAAAA!**

**Gingka: Slayer did this?**

**Kyoya and Ryuga: *nods***

**Gingka: ...KYAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA! *runs away to hide in Canada* **

**me: ...meh. I'll send my captive pet wendigo to bring him back. By the way, search up wendigo on whatever search engine you use and that his name is Bob. Wait, don't search 'Bob the Wendigo", because there isn't one. Mine is the only one that exists. GO GET 'IM, BOB! MWAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!**

**Benkei: On with the story! When do I get to come in? You always neglect me.**

**me: Shut up and maybe you'll be lucky.**

**Benkei: YES, SIR!**

**me: That's more like it X)**

* * *

><p>Diamante wandered into the Reaper's War Room, finding Sakura sitting on her own obsidian throne, cloaked in her usual demon attire, her hood shadowing her eyes, making the blood red demonic orbs appear menacing. Her lips are bent into a frown, and her eye brows pinched together in thought. Diamante fixed her outfit, which consists of a black knee length strapless dress which is cut in a floral shape at the bottom with a white full sleeve short jacket over it, black high boots, black gloves, black diamond heart shaped earrings, and a black choker around her neck with a black diamond attached in the left side. Her makeup consists of grayish-black eyeshadow, black eyeliner, mascara, and blood red lipstick<p>

She approached Sakura's throne, the demon obviously too deep in thought to notice her. Diamante waved, snapping Sakura from her deep thought. The Reaper blinked a few times while staring at Diamante blankly. She then shook her head. "Sorry. Was thinking about something."

"A little much on your mind there?"

"No. Everything's fine. Anyway, the reason I have summoned you is to give you a short briefing and I require a small favor."

"Uh, anything."

"First, how are your burns from the tournament?" Sakura gestured to the multiple bandages covering most of Diamante's exposed skin.

Diamante shrugged. "Better then when they were fresh. They still hurt when I try to take a shower though."

"That's good. I'm going to need you ready for battle soon."

"May I ask why?"

Sakura waved her hand, shadows forming to create a rather large metal table, multiple gears and clicking sounds being heard from the device. It was made of polished bronze, a large detailed map laying across the top. A large hemisphere of a beam crossed over the table at an arch, a sun moving ever do slightly, and a moon appearing over the horizon of the table behind it. A panel about a foot wide surrounded the map, with multiple levers and buttons and screens dotting it. There are five extensions raised into the air by jointed metal poles, acting as arms holding up a tray. These objects are also maps, but with different time periods floating above in blood red.

"I have been planning our next move in this little game."

"Wow. What is it? And 'game'?"

Sakura nodded, smirking darkly. "Yes. A game." The Reaper waved her hand again, shadows forming multiple pieces scattered among the map, like a chess board. "This is our playing field. See the little piece that resembles a glacier in that extension labeled 887 AD? That is the ice nymph. The large cherry is Frieda; the large hydra is Miyako. The water jug is Kasumi, and the bat is Melanie. I'm pretty sure the dragon is self explanatory."

Diamante stepped up to the ticking contraption. "Who made this?"

"Iron did. She made the parts and I drew out the plans."

"Wow. This is very complex."

"Yes. It took a week to figure out how it works. I made it so complicated, duh. But that is not the real reason why I called you."

"Oh really?" asked Diamante, turning to face Sakura with a raised eyebrow.

Sakura nodded, again waving her hand. A large tent appeared in North America. "That is the Angel camp, located in the Superstition Mountains of Arizona."

"How did you find it?"

"Oh, let's just say a certain prisoner spilled the beans. It is actually quite helpful having an Angel imprisoned. But no doubt, there will be rescuers. You and Akira will be guarding her, just in case. But I need you to actually fetch me Alabaster."

" I hate that guy! He's so rude. So I'm just here to be the messenger?" asked Diamante with distaste.

"And fetch me Blaze and Arkana. They will be taking a little trip to our favorite angels. Alex will never suspect such a thing!"

Diamante caught on. "This is really about your sister, isn't it?"

Sakura glared heavily at the thunder demon. Diamante couldn't help but gulp, convincing herself it was just from the murderous glare worthy of matching Jeff the Killer's. "Partially. You do not, and will never, know about our quarrel. It is a private matter. Now, fetch me my demons. I am waiting. You do not want to end up like little Miss. Breaker down in the dungeons, no?" Diamante shook her head. "Then go!" roared Sakura.

Diamante hurried from the War Room to fetch the requested people. Sakura leaned back in her throne, taking a clear white crystal from the folds of her robes. It floated in the air, glowing a bright gold and showing her two Generals creeping through the woods of 887 AD Norway. She settled in her throne, waving her fingers so that a pail of butter flavored popcorn appeared from the shadows.

"This is going to be interesting..."

* * *

><p>Ninel, Frieda, and Miyako spilled face first through the portal and onto the ground. Ninel slung her new time travel sword with her staff. She turned to her friends. "So, where now?"<p>

"Well, for one, I would start out with the suspicious village that's on fire with loud insane laughter and screaming," said Miyako sarcastically. Ninel sweatdropped, looking at the town. "Oh, and there's a dark dragon-shaped black spot in the middle of the forest over there. We can't forget that weirdness."

Ninel stared at Miyako with an irritated anime look on her face. "Okay, don't need to make me feel stupid. Yeesh."

"Then we should go!" said Frieda. She floated into the air and zoomed off toward the burning village. Miyako and Ninel followed, sprinting as fast as they possibly could to keep up with the cherry-haired girl.

'Again,' thought Miyako, 'why couldn't my dad have wings?'

They burst through the underbrush, revealing the sight of houses on fire and people running around screaming. Two figures were seen attacking the village, one whipping a large chain sword everywhere, cutting deep gashes into anything that came in contact with it.

"Holy Mother of Lucifer," said Miyako. Frieda glared at Miyako's choice of words. "This is some mass destruction. Right, Ninel?"

Ninel had her hand clenched around her staff. "They must only be stopping through. But why all these innocent people? Unless..."

"Sakura," finished Frieda. "She would have them do something like this. We have to stop them."

"They don't know we're here yet," said Miyako. "I say that we should wait for them to start for the glacier lands where the ice nymphs are. But, that could take a while."

"Not on dragon back," said Frieda. "You know they way, right, Ninel?"

"Uh...its been a while since I looked at a map of my home country. But I'll try my best to get us there."

"Alright. Where to?"

Ninel closed her eyes. "This way." She pointed north.

The angels raced off in that direction. They ran for what seemed like hours, soon leaving behind the village that was on fire, the settlement tinging the sky red from the light. The sun was beginning to set, so Frieda took out her ball of collected sun light.

"This will give us approximately five hours of energy. But it could be a shorter time, seeing how there are three of us to soak it up. It would be wise to run even through the dark until we can run no more. Then, we'll use the light."

"Agreed," panted Miyako. She looked at Ninel, who looked like she could barely keep up, and her expression giving that of her readiness to collapse. "You alright?"

"Man, I-I'm out of s-shape," breathed the nymph. "I-I need a b-break." She bent over and rested on her knees.

"Ninel, we can't afford even two seconds. A dragon can cover fifteen miles in that time, and with just one wing beat. Sure, they're far behind us, but we don't really know that. They could be there already for all that we know."

This seemed to refresh Ninel, her standing up straight and nodding, signaling that its time to continue with their run.

"We should have brought some pegasi," grumbled Miyako. Frieda laughed.

By the time that the glacier lands came into view, it was morning, and there was an oddly dragon-shaped figure on a rather large glacier with a settlement on it. Ninel screamed. "They're already there! Oh no! We weren't fast enough! Oh, God!"

"Ninel, breath! They haven't attacked yet. We're fine. They are just probably threatening or resting. C'mon." said Frieda. Ninel nodded, tears in her eyes. They raced down the hill.

"Well, isn't this peculiar? Spanish and Japanese Angels?"

The three friends turned around in alarm, unsheathing their weapons and charging their magic. A man stood in the trees.

"Who're you?" asked Miyako with a heavy glare.

"I am Loki."

Ninel started squealing out of nowhere. "Don't worry, guys! He's an Angel! He's just Norwegian."

"Wait, so he's an Angel from Norway?" clarified Miyako. Ninel shook her head vigorously.

"We're saved!"

Loki tilted his head to the side. "Oh, yes, I am an angel, but a very mischievous one." Loki has raven black hair, green eyes, pale skin, a muscular build, and wearing golden armor. "I am an archangel. You know, one of the more powerful ones."

"So, what exactly are your powers?" asked Frieda suspiciously. She didn't like the dark vibe coming from this so-called angel. She didn't trust him. At all.

"I am an angel of fire, a very common element, but I am the first angel that used fire. I originated fire."

"Wow!" squealed Ninel. "I've always wanted to meet an angel that comes from my homeland! Are you going to help us with the demon problem? They're going to destroy the ice nymphs, and I am actually an ice nymph from the future. If they are killed, I will cease to exist."

"Oh, I know about your predicament. I am from the future too, I just came here to watch the show."

"Wait, what?" said Ninel, disappointment written all over her face. "You're an archangel! You're supposed to be helping us defeat these guys!"

"I have more important matters to attend to in Heaven. In fact, I barely managed to get out of my duties to come and watch. Besides, I am not Hope. She is the General, the archangel who should be helping, not me. I need orders from our Lord and from the four Generals before I can help you."

"Then ask, damn it!" screamed Ninel. Miyako hushed her.

"Watch it, Ninel. Demons have very heightened senses! They can hear you breathe five miles away if they tried!"

"The emo is right, dear."

"I'm not an emo!"

"Demons have wonderfully dangerous hearing. Watch your mouth. I cannot help, but I know of a few archangels who can. My annoying brother, Thor, may be able to help you. He cares about this world, and will do anything to protect even a snail."

"Then can you please fetch him?" asked Ninel, annoyance starting to show in her voice. Loki scowled at the nymph.

"Watch it, girl. I am an archangel. Respect me."

"Wait, so if you are an archangel, does that mean you have a true form?" asked Miyako out of nowhere.

"Of course. Whomever discovers their true form IS an archangel."

Ninel and Frieda turned to Miyako.

"Miyako...you're an archangel," said Ninel slowly.

"Oh, my God. We now stand a chance," said Frieda.

Miyako felt like she was just punched in the nose...then the stomach. Why didn't anyone tell her this later? Is it that they wanted her to figure out on her own? Well, whatever the reason, it means that there's at least a bit more of a chance to win this battle.

"Whatever. Don't think about that right now. We need to focus on the battle at hand. Loki, where can we find Thor?"

"He's a little busy right now. But you can ask Nótt (pronounced like "note"). Though, I highly doubt that she'll help you unless you make a very sweet deal with her. She's one of those people."

"Fine. Where do we find Nótt?"

"Everywhere there's a shadow. She's the archangel of of the night and darkness."

"Wait, if she's darkness, doesn't that make her a demon?" asked Frieda, still suspicious of this new character.

"Just because you are considered Lord of the Dark doesn't mean you have to use the dark for evil purposes! She is actually a wonderful woman."

"Wonder why he thinks that," whispered Miyako. The other angels snickered and Loki glared. "Well, can you promise to aid us if we are in dire need, and to bring others with you? Its every Angels' job to drive the demons back to Hell. You have a duty to this as well."

Loki sighed. "You are right. It is also my duty. Fine. I promise. I swear upon my immortality."

"Then that does it. C'mon, ladies. We've got some Demons to kick," said Frieda.

"Let me warn you," said Loki, "the Naiad Sorceress may be The Grim Reaper's sister, but that does not mean that she possesses the same abilities."

"Uh...okie-dokie. Thanks anyway," said Ninel, waving as she walked away with a fake smile plastered on her face. She looked at her friends. "What a jerk."

The other angels laughed. then all became serious. They continued their walk down to the glacier. Just as they arrived, Kasumi and Melanie were walking toward a rounded group of ice nymphs. Kasumi had her golden trident in her hand, and Melanie had her sword.

"Now, who shall we kill first? I wanna go one at a time, make everything real slow," said Melanie.

"Ooh! That one! That one!" exclaimed Kasumi, pointing at a woman with white hair and large light violet eyes. She was holding a new born baby, and was shaking in fear. Melanie nodded.

"Go ahead."

Kasumi grinned and held out her hand. "Black Water Slice!" As Kasumi casts the spell, water burst from the ocean below the glacier, erupting over the side and hurtling toward the ice nymph. Kasumi's eyes glowed a dark blue, and the black water suddenly froze into ice, stabbing the nymph woman straight through the chest, ripping the baby to shreds as well. The woman collapsed, a tear rolling down her cheek.

Ninel's anger flared like nothing she has ever felt before. She wailed so loudly, everyone had to cover their ears. Before anyone knew it, Ninel was screaming with rage. Geysers of ice shot from the ground and expanded outwards, an icy storm cloud brewed above them, and the air dropped at a highly noticeable rate, making everyone, even the nymphs, shiver. Frost covered the ground, and the ice geysers flared outward toward the demons. The attack narrowly missed the demons, who vaulted out of the way of the deathly shards of ice magic.

Ninel stared at Kasumi and Melanie, tears pouring from her eyes. "YOU ARE MONSTERS!" Ice spiked from the ground again, cutting Melanie's left arm. The vampire-demon hybrid shrieked in pain. She glared at the angel.

"Kasumi...," growled Melanie, giving Kasumi a one-worded command.

Ninel screamed, raised her hands, and shot long beams of ice at Kasumi. Kasumi growled, waving her trident.

"Tsunami Wall!"

A wall of water formed a shield in front of the naiad, absorbing the ice attack and hurling it back at Ninel. All Ninel did was hold up her hand, completely stopping the counterattack. Ninel's eyes glowed bright blue.

"You are going to rue the day you became a demon."

"Became? I am a demon at heart! I was born a demon! My father is the Devil!"

"Then you will rue the day you were born."

Kasumi glared, her eyes turning dark blue. "We are opposites. The only thing that is similar about us is that our elements are born of liquid. But by the four basics, I am stronger. You're element is a sub-element of water."

"Sometimes subs can be just as powerful as the original."

"Pfft, please. We all know we prefer the _original_ copy."

Ninel growled. "I will make you wish you didn't say that."

"Then make me wish," said Kasumi darkly.

Ninel ran toward Kasumi, staff in hand and at her side. Kasumi prepared to block the attack with her trident. Ninel propelled herself into the air by summoning a block of ice to erupt from the ground, shooting her into the air and her falling down rapidly toward Kasumi. She has never felt her battle instincts act this way before. Then way her body moved itself, blocking Kasumi's attacks, and attacking right back...she's never had the training to do this. She has never been able to fight like this. Is it because she's angry? Is it because she just seeks revenge for everything? Is it to keep herself from disappearing forever? She didn't know. But she did know that it was a good thing these instincts came to her now, because it was obvious from the fearsome attacks coming from the naiad, if these instincts haven't started now, she would be shreds.

While Ninel and Kasumi spared, testing each others reactions and close-up fighting abilities, Melanie and Frieda and Miyako had a stare down. "Frieda...," said Miyako. Frieda nodded, and floated off, knowing what the blackette's intentions were.

"You know," said Melanie, "we have the scrolls. Sakura can read them. Something big is going to happen in this battle. Someone's going to unlock their true form. Its possible we can win."

"You know," said Miyako in a mimicking voice, "I've been studying about the scrolls. It only predicts major things. Who knows what tiny things are in between? Maybe you can die this battle."

"Wow, you are genius. No where near Sakura's, seeing how she is triple your age, but you _are_ genius. We could use a demon like you. Oh, wait, we already have plenty. We have Alabaster."

This is interesting. "Ala-who?" asked Miyako.

Melanie smirked. "You haven't heard of him? Ruthless character, a bit on the attractive side." She then swooned. Miyako stared at the vampire with a "What the Hell?" face. Melanie pulled herself back together. "Alabaster Creed, The Demon of Discord..."

* * *

><p><strong><span>In the Underworld...<span>**

_**...Alabaster is ruthless. He cares for no one...sadly...but he is one of the most powerful Demons out there. He can be relied upon, until the end. Watch out, he is one of Sakura's favorites, him having already unlocked his true form.**  
><em>

A man flung open the doors of Sakura's War Room. He walked in at a leisurely, yet annoyed, pace in his step. "What do you want, Sakura?"

The Reaper gave the man a cold hard glare. "What I want, is this..." She waved her hand, the map table and the pieces appearing from shadow. "I need you to kidnap Hope Song."

"Why?"

"Because," Sakura continued, raising her voice, "I cannot plan out the rest of this game without having her in custody! In our possession! Geno Breaker is not enough. She doesn't have the information Hope does. I know you enjoy doing things like this, so I kept the main part of it reserved just for you. You are to take Blaze and Arkana with you, and use them as the main distraction. Get it? I don't care how you do it, just get Hope Song and bring her! Alive! She is the main objective. Do not do anything else without my permission. Go to the Superstition Mountains in Arizona. They camp there."

"Fine." And the man started to walk out.

"Oh, and Alabaster?"

"Yes?" said the man in a husky voice.

"Fail me, and I will make sure that you will regret that you even have an immortal life." The man nodded, and walked out. "Now, back to entertainment," said Sakura, looking back at her crystal.

**_Alabaster Creed is not a force to be reckoned with. He kills for fun..._**

* * *

><p>"That's why you should fear us. We have lost our fear of you, and we are prepared to fight even in the day to win this war. And we will win. Thanks to Sakura, we have a secret weapon."<p>

"Oh, really?" said Miyako with a sneer. She unsheathed her large buster sword, and squatted, prepared for battle. Melanie sighed and held up her sword. The battle has begun...

Melanie suddenly whipped her sword around her, it extending and becoming a chain sword. "Chained Death!"

Miyako jumped into the air, dodging the deathly sword. "Hydra Armor!" And so, Miyako's skin became that of metal patterned like hydra scales.

"My sword can cut through anything. Even steel." Melanie swung her chain sword, and Miyako raised her arm.

"We'll see." And the sword pinged off her skin. Miyako actually looked surprised. "Okay, I was bluffing. I knew my skin was strong, but not strong enough to stand against the sharpest blade in existence. I can't believe it can do that."

"Damn! its because you're an archangel, isn't it?"

"H-How did you know?" exclaimed Miyako.

Melanie shrugged. "Sakura."

"Uh, duh, Miyako!"

"Infinite Slash!"

Melanie's sword became two times bigger, and she slashed it at Miyako. "Let's see if you can handle this!"

Like before, the sword had no effect on Miyako's skin of iron, but the force of the attack did manage to push the iron angel back a few feet. Miyako stared at her skin in wonder, finding that it glowed a faint platinum silver. She looked at her entire body, finding that her skin glowed. "The Hell?"

"Miyako! You're an archangel in battle!" cried Frieda. The angel and demon turned to look at the angel with psychic mind powers, finding a mob of ice nymphs running away. Melanie started freaking out, and turned to Kasumi, who was still sparing with Ninel.

"Kasumi, forget that angel! The ice nymphs! Sakura will have our hides slung on her wall!"

Kasumi stopped, beginning to panic as well. She looked to Ninel, to Miyako, and finally...Frieda. Kasumi smirked evilly, launching herself from the ground with a blast of water. Ninel touched the geyser, instantly causing it to freeze over. But before the ice could envelope the naiad's feet, she vaulted off of it, making another geyser of water erupt from the glacier and carry her toward the fleeing ice nymphs. She waved her hand in a circular motion around her head, moving it higher and higher as she did. Water spilled over the edge of the glacier, flowing to create a circle of steaming water around the nymphs. The water rose high into the air, blocking in the nymphs and preventing their escape. The naiad then turned to Frieda with a dark death stare, her already dark blue eyes glowing coldly. Hot water gushed from the ground, catching Frieda inside it. Kasumi moved her hands so that they made the shape of a sphere, but were not touching. She rolled her hands around, the water churning to create a water sphere around Frieda. Frieda struggled, screaming inside her prison from the scalding hot water. Frieda fainted, and Kasumi's eyes flashed dark blue again, freezing the water and the angel inside it.

Melanie raced over and touched the surface of the sphere of ice, turning it black. "It can't be melted now."

Ninel's rage flared anew. She screamed even louder, ice blasting from her in storms, freezing over everything. She skidded over the ice, slashing at Kasumi with her staff, managing to catch the demon off guard and injuring her. The demon gave Ninel a surprised look.

"How..."

"Kasumi, we can't make her mad even more then what she already is."

"Why?"

"Look at her," continued Melanie, "her eyes are glowing. Her power has heightened. If we manage to get her so angry and upset to get her to cry, her powers will _increase_ rapidly, turning her into an archangel."

Kasumi facepalmed. How could she be so stupid? She suddenly gasped when an object came in contact with her stomach. She looked down, finding Ninel using her own head. Kasumi growled, kneeing the angel in the stomach, but then earning a punch in the jaw. Ninel continued to pound her, hitting her hard enough with her staff to break a rib and also giving her cuts and bruises. Ice magic was summoned and hurled at her, giving her large cuts and stabbing her in between chunks of her armor, which was also being worn.

Kasumi took the poundings, hoping that the ice nymph-angel would eventually wear out. But its already been a long time, and even Melanie was beginning to tire from the angels' attacks.

"I thought you were a General of the Underworld," said Ninel. "Aren't you supposed to be powerful?"

Now Ninel's attacks were far beyond anything Kasumi could handle, even if she was fighting back. Kasumi tried to hit her back with her trident, but Ninel dodged and hit her hard across the back.

Kasumi screamed.

"If you are a General, prove it! I've heard they are the most powerful demons. A simple Angel is beating the crap out of you right now!"

That's right. Time seemed to freeze for Kasumi. Shouldn't she be more powerful than this? She is. She's supposed to have enough power to put even Alabaster and Blaze to shame. She was supposed to be more powerful than Melanie, but the vampire unlocked her skill of super speed and beat her to a pulp. As she looked, it seemed that Melanie was using the tactic of super speed against Miyako, who had only her large buster sword and skin of iron to keep her safe from the vampire's blows. The same tactic she used against herself.

Ninel kicked her, sending her flying far away.

"I didn't know I can fight like this. I can't believe my power of ice is _better_ than the original copy's."

That hit Kasumi. Hard.

All her life she only wanted to be as powerful as Sakura. All her life she looked up to the Reaper, walking, talking like her, idolizing her, practically worshiping her, taking the same training courses as her, and even tried to make her water magic as strong and powerful as Sakura's power over all and everything that's darkness; from the smallest shadow to the most monstrous creature. She tried to control all and everything water; from a simple glass of water to the most dangerous sea creature. But she never succeeded. She battled Iron, and lost to the superiority of power. She fought against Melanie, who she believed that she could surpass, who beat her. And after the eighty years in between the Games and now, she has never been able to surpass her superiors.

Is she going to stay like this forever?

Tears started to stream from Kasumi's eyes. She's weak. Even Blaze can beat her without trying. Maybe even Xorn, who can turn into a massive dragon who will crush her like an ant. Her father sees her as a disgrace to his blood. She's supposed to be able to turn into her demon form. Sakura was able to do it the day she turned fifty, when she was still climbing out of Tartarus. But Kasumi is almost five, six times that age, and she hasn't been able to do anything Demon at all. Not even a Rumble!

Sakura is half elf, half demon. Naiads are cousins to elves, so why can't she do anything Sakura can do? She's crying big time now. Ninel continued her attacks, and Melanie continued to be the Third General of the Underworld, continuing to be more powerful than she. Kasumi fell to her knees, pounding her fist against the icy surface of the glacier. She's weak. She's been running from the truth all her life. The only reason she's still a General at all is because Sakura keeps vouching for her. But not even Sakura can keep that up forever. She has her own limits.

She's weak. She's weak. She's weak. _NO I'M NOT!_

Kasumi screamed. "**I'M NOT WEAK! I'M NOT WEAK! _I'M NOT_** _**WEAK!**_"

A large blue magic circle formed above Kasumi while she crossed her arms over her chest and continued to scream. Melanie saw and noticed what she was doing.

"Kasumi, no! You can't transform! You don't have the power! Remember when you tried it the last time? You almost killed yourself!"

"**_I'M NOT WEAK! I'M NOT WEAK!_**"

Light blazed around Kasumi, flaring outward and brightening to become blinding. Two black ugly lines appeared under Kasumi's eyes, which have now began to glow from dark blue, to dark bloody red. The lines thickened to resemble that of talons. Melanie started panicking.

"Not now. She almost died last time. No!"

"What's happening?!" screamed Miyako.

Ninel shrugged. "I don't know! But where did all this magical energy come from? Its so much!"

"But why is there so much magical energy?"

It hit Ninel. "Remember when Sakura transformed into her demon form?"

"Yeah, but its said that the Naiad Sorceress can't! She doesn't have the magical capacity!"

"Its said that she almost died from trying," said Ninel, a serious expression on her face. "Look at what's happening. Recognize the markings under her eyes?"

Miyako looked. Her eyes widened in sudden realization. "Oh, shit."

The light became so bright, it was impossible to see Kasumi. There was a roar, and the light began to replace itself with thick black and blue smoke.

"No...," whimpered Melanie. "She couldn't have...she didn't...she can't die..."

There was a loud roar, almost deafening. The angels covered their sensitive ears. Ninel looked up and gasped in terror.

A demon stood before them. Not a demon, but a REAL demon. The skin was dark grey, almost black. Dark navy blue messy hair sprouted from it's head. Long white horns are placed at the crown of the head, and it's arms are long; disproportional to the body. Dark blue fur covered the forearms, the calves, the chest, and around the waist, including the palms of it's hands. Where normal nails would be were long white jagged claws. A long tail with grey armor plates sprouted from the bum, with a black trident surrounded in spikes topped the tail. It's eyes' irises are blood red, and where the whites of the eyes would be, there was black. Long talon-like markings are under it's eyes. Its lip was curled back into a sneer, showing off long fangs. It's ears are tall and pointed, and it had bat-like wings with blue mist as the membranes. The demon is tall, but not as tall as Demon Sakura. The demon roared. There was only one possible person this demon could be.

Kasumi Deep is a real demon.


	18. Attack On the Angel Camp!

**Disclaimer: I do not own Metal Fight Beyblade!**

**Shadow: Hey, guys! Sorry last chapter didn't have contest results. Slayer was excited to write her longest chapter ever so she kinda forgot. She'll make it up to ya!**

**Ryuga: Sure...and when has she updated The Dark Angel?**

**Shadow: ...  
><strong>

**Ryuga: *smirk***

**Shadow: B!tch, you better update that this week or I'll strangle you.**

**me: Haha! I can do so much worse than you!  
><strong>

**Shadow: You'll disappoint AmazingSamantha. **

**me: ... I will update! I don't like disappointing my FanFiction friends who I have never met in person and doesn't really care if they're serial killers or not. Reason: I love Jeff the Killer. Speaking of someone who's creepy, Jason will give the winners the form at the end of the chapter :) Chapter inspired by The Legacy by Black Veil Brides (who you people desperately need to listen to).**

**Shadow: AND THE WINNER IS...**

**...  
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**DEMONICCHICKWITHASWORD!**

**me: Thank you, Star's Roaring Blaze and you, Demonix, for joining the contest. Thanks for trying, Fallenbey. It was much appreciated :) **

**You both made it very hard to choose the winner! You both get to insert a new OC, an archangel, or god or goddess from Norse mythology. Since there is one God in this story, then the Norse gods will have to be higher forms of Angels. Jason will give you guys the form at the end of the chapter. Now enjoy the chapter! Chapter inspired by The Legacy by Black Veil Brides (whom you people seriously need to listen to).**

**Oh, and I hope you guys don't mind an introduction of a new OC. I hope you guys don't mind. There's just not another story that I can stick him in. Don't worry, there will be another Angel to even everything out. Ice Cream Junkie is making her :) Alrighty, ENJOY! **

**Ryuga: You already said that, stupid.**

**me: You're stupid...**

* * *

><p>Sakura walked down the cold dark hallway. She remembers the day it was created. She was 788, almost two-hundred years since she climbed out of Tartarus, her life-long proud accomplishment. A volcano had erupted, and the lava flowed down to Hell and hardened. Later, when it was cooled, demons immediately began carving it into a new part of the Devil's castle, further expanding it into the confines of Hell. She walked past large marble statues of demons that had fought in the first war. Of course, her father's was the biggest.<p>

_I'll make it here one day. 'Sakura Satan, the most powerful General that has ever lived'_, she fantasized to herself. She looked down at her hands. She hopes she can do it. She knew she was powerful, but there are times when even _she_ doubts her abilities. The demons lining the walls were at least two-times more powerful than she is. They were some of the first fallen angels. Her dad was the first, everyone knew.

He was older than anybody else in Hell. The Demons only saw it fit that the Devil was crowned ruler of Hell, while God reigned over the Heavens. Well, she wouldn't say that he was king, but the Angels call him Lord, so why doesn't he prefer to be called "king" like her father does?

Sakura shrugged to herself. She fears her father, but respects him all the same. It would be foolish to ask him such a thing.

The air in the hall grew colder as she got closer to her destination. Ravens cawed, perched upon the crowns of the statues. She shuddered at the filthy animals as they cannibalized amongst themselves. _He always did like ravens_.

As she got closer, the air smelled like roses, and black rose petals began to litter the floor. She has to be careful with this guy. He's unpredictable. She would know. She touched her left shoulder, where a scar that runs from the top of her shoulder down her back to her right hip hides, concealed by her robes. She got the scar as the result of their last...quarrel.

She descended down a flight of stairs. She came upon an ornate set of oak doors, blackened with ash. She walked up to the doors and raised her gloved fist, knocking without fear. There was a grumble. "What do you want?"

"Open up the door, Raven Brains, and maybe I'll tell ya."

The door opened. "Sakura? Alright, what is this about?"

"Can you at least invite me in?"

"I don't know, can I?"

Sakura rolled her eyes. "May you?"

"That's it. Yeah, come in Death Face." Sakura growled at the nickname, but walked inside the room once the door was opened. "So what is it?"

"This war is heading for a tie. It will last a long time, but the scrolls advise that I must put another piece into play to end this game quicker."

"Excuse me? You have Alabaster."

"Yes, but Alabaster is...unreliable..."

"'Unreliable'?"

"Yes, his loyalty will easily shift. He doesn't care about the war. He just doesn't want to be bored. So, I sent him on his own mission."

"Yeah, I've heard about that."

Sakura turned to the mysterious figure. "How? It was a private meeting!"

"A little birdie told me," said the man with a smirk on his face, a raven perching on his shoulder.

Sakura smirked. "I should have known what that fowl creature was doing in my War Room."

The man laughed. He then became serious. "Alabaster may be 'unreliable', but he surely is powerful enough to achieve the goal you have set up for him."

"Yes, but remember, I see everyone's deaths sooner or later."

"But you can't do anything about it."

"Yes, but I have seen his death in multiple ways. That means-"

"That his death is undecided. Yes, Sakura, I, more than most people, understand how your powers work. There are multiple ways where he can die. Are you saying that he might die during this mission?"

"He is immortal to life, not death. He can still die. And he will die soon if I do not put my best piece in play."

"...Me?"

Sakura nodded. "You."

The man was silent. "What do you need me to do?"

"Help him from the sidelines. When he is about to die, save him. He will hate me for it, but all I have to do is touch him to show him what his death would have been. Then he would come to his senses and thank me, for it was an awful way to die. Think you can do that?"

"Arkana and Blaze will be there."

"They will be busy with attracting their attention somewhere else. They will not have the time to spare a save. So I ask again, think you can do that?" The man was silent again. Suddenly, in a flash of dark light, the man changed his attire and headed out the door. Sakura smiled. "I'm counting on you...Massaru..."

"I know."

* * *

><p>Hope lay in her cot, unable to sleep. The only things she's wearing is a dark green-grey hoodie, baggy blue jeans with sneakers, brown fingerless gloves with short pyramid studs on the knuckles and a rectangular area on the back of her hand uncovered, and a key around her neck on a string. She has no idea how she got it, it was just there one day. She shrugged to herself.<p>

She tossed and turned in her cot. She doesn't know why, but she has this feeling that something bad is about to happen. She can't get the feeling out of her mind. Why?

She turned over onto her side. This is getting bad. Its late night and she's having trouble sleeping! She rubbed her temples. Usually that helps, but now its not. She sighed in annoyance. Why can't she just close her eyes and go to sleep? Should she just go over to Kyoya's tent and seek comfort from him? Nah, she doesn't want to be teased.

There was sudden explosions and screaming, causing her to bolt upright in her cot. She knew something bad was going to happen! She looked outside her tent and saw the fires blazing high into the sky. She immediately ran back in her tent and raced toward a trunk near the back flap. She searched through it, looking for her special sword. Miyako suddenly burst through the tent flaps.

"Hope! We have Demons!"

"You don't think I've noticed?! How's things out there?"

"Not good," said Miyako, shaking her head.

Hope found the hilt of her sword, and walked up to Miyako, grabbing the dark-haired girl's hands in her own and making the her look bitter at the contact. "Miyako, I need you to look out for Madoka..." Hope trailed off on her words. "Wait a sec...Miyako is somewhere else; a mission I sent her on." She then backed away. "You're not Miyako."

Miyako closed her eyes and opened them, revealing silver eyes with black on the edges. "Very good, Hope Song."

Hope growled. "Alabaster...I should have known. What are you doing here? You normally wouldn't bother us."

"Let's just say my superior sent me to do this."

Hope was silent. "Sakura?"

Miyako-Alabaster nodded. "She's getting restless, Hope. She sent out one of her more powerful demons. You know, since this lovely little girl is now an archangel. Why didn't you tell her?"

"Usually, the archangel needs to figure it out on their own."

"But you're in a war! It isn't time for tradition!"

"Says the one who's following the tradition of constant destruction everywhere you go. You're in this war too."

"Yes, but I'm only here to have fun. I don't really care about who wins. I just care that there will be fun afterwards. Where's the fun if there aren't any good beings out there to have fun with?"

Hope growled. "You're only doing this for fun?"

"Yeah, well, other fun too. I didn't know being a girl was so awesome! Lots of stuff I can do!"

Hope almost lost it. "You're sick!"

"Tch, I know. You're not the first I've gotten disgusted. But I have a specific job, and I'm going to carry it out."

"What might that be?"

Miyako-Alabaster walked towards the back flap. Hope spun around, prepared to strike, when she saw Kiara standing there. Hope's eyes widened.

"You're the reason why I'm a Demon, Hope. You did this to me. You were what killed me in the first place, being there, in front of me, forgetting the danger of what was behind you. You were there, and Xorn was there, prepared to fight, and when he came, I had to save your sorry ass. You killed me, Hope, sitting there, a target right in front of me. Didn't you think of the consequences?"

Hope held her head in her hands, turning away, tears spilling from her eyes. "No, you're just Alabaster. You're not real!"

"But I can download thoughts and memories. Kiara has thought this before, no doubt. She boils toward you, for stealing her man in the first place. Remember, even you admit it, you are the reason why Kiara is a Demon."

"No! I refuse to listen!" Hope started screaming as Kiara-Alabaster talked enraging things, taking the poor Angel closer to the brink of collapse and insanity. Hope screamed one last time, and suddenly, the talking stopped, and Kyoya, in panic, was before her.

"Hope!"

"K...Kyoya? Where's Alabaster?"

"He ran away at the sight of me. He probably wanted to kidnap you in a way no one would notice." He cupped the girl's face in his hands. "Come on. Let's get you somewhere safe."

"Kyoya, do you think I'm the reason why Kiara is a Demon?"

Kyoya hesitated. "Hope...she was broken hearted."

"But then she became a Demon!"

"Yes, but I honestly do not think that you're the reason why. Now come on, you're not in the mental state to fight. I'll protect you if the demons come."

"How many are out there?"

"Its just Arkana Trenad and Blaze Markaru."

"I can handle them," smiled Hope weakly. Kyoya smirked.

"Yep, definitely NOT in the right state of mind. Come on."

The two stood up, and Hope threw herself into Kyoya's arms. "Thanks, Kyoya."

"Uh...anytime?"

This didn't feel right to Hope. Kyoya wasn't hugging her back, like how he normally would. In fact, from the way he was standing, it was almost like he was appalled to be in contact with her. And the fact he said 'anytime' like it was a question. Hope looked Kyoya in the eyes. There was something different about him. Oh... "Hey...you're not my Kyoya! Alabaster!"

Kyoya smiled darkly at her, his beautiful sky-blue eyes turning silver with black around the edges. "You're not very bright, are you?" And so, he clutched her head in between his hands, making her green eyes suddenly go blank and dull. She collapsed into his arms. _Always works on Angels. They can't stand a touch from Demons_. Now, she may the most powerful of the four Generals of Heaven, but she wasn't the brightest feather on the wing. He hoisted Hope and slung her over the shoulder. Its probably a good idea to stay in Kyoya's form. He doesn't want to be discovered.

He was just about to leave when Sierra opened the flap in a panic. "Hope!...Kyoya? What are you doing?"

Alabaster-Kyoya looked at the short girl, trying to think of a good excuse. Let's see...what's in these memories? Aha! "Oh, you know Hope is a heavy sleeper, so I'm taking her to a safe place."

"Oh, that makes sense! But that can wait. The demons are destroying the command tent!"

"Just let me-"

"We've gotta stop them, Kyoya! Hope can wait!"

"No she can't!" roared Alabaster-Kyoya. Sierra looked at him in fear. She then started eyeing him over. She squinted at him. Alabaster-Kyoya adjusted the way Hope was laying in his shoulder.

"Wait, you're not Kyoya! Kyoya would not carry Hope like she was a sack of dirt! He would carry her like she was the most precious thing on Earth."

Alabaster-Kyoya looked down at his feet smiling. "Wow. My acting isn't very good tonight, huh?"

"Not really. Who are you?"

"Have you heard of the Demon of Discord?"

"No."

"Well, you're looking at him."

Sierra's eyes widened. "You're a demon?"

"Tch, what else? Who are you, cutie?"

Sierra almost looked like she wanted to barf. As soon as she got herself together, she looked at him with a venomous glare. "I'm Sierra Crystals, the Water Angel."

"Ah...so you're Sierra."

Sierra looked surprised. "You know of me?"

"Well, I did take on the form of Gingka a century ago. You were in his mind. But of course, you were both such children."

"...What did he think of me?"

"Oh, he liked you, more than usual, but now his heart doesn't really belong to you."

Sierra looked like she wanted to cry. He used to like-like her? What made him stop? She decided to play the game, get the truth from this demon. "That's not true."

"You're talking to the person who has been inside his head. Whomever's form I take on, I download their thoughts and memories. He now like...Madoka."

Sierra immediately felt jealousy boil in her. She suddenly didn't like Madoka anymore. The healing angel has captured the heart of her Gingka? Aw, Hell no! Sierra felt like she wanted to cry. "No...that's not true. You're just lying!"

"Why don't you ask him the truth? Now I have to go. I have a meeting with Death herself."

Sierra formed a ball of water in her hand. She threw it at the imposing demon, him jumping to dodge the attack, which froze the ground on the spot. "Tsk, tsk, watch your temper, young-ling."

Sierra scowled. "I'm not letting you leave."

She then ran in for the attack. Alabaster-Kyoya smirked as he stepped to the side and kicked the poor girl in the back of the head. As he was about to walk out the back of the tent, he turned to the unconscious young girl and said, "By the way, you're ugly." And he walked out.

In a silver flash, he transformed into his normal form in battle clothing, which consists of a simple steel breastplate over a black long-sleeved shirt; black pants; a black belt; black boots with steel plates over the calves; knee and elbow protectors; steel braces; and steel gloves. Alabaster is a tall, slim, pretty good-looking young man with pale skin, and inhuman silver eyes ringed with black. His shaggy platinum-blond hair is styled with its fringe parted in half, the hair nearly covering his eyes. He walked down the hill behind the camp. He readjusted Hope on his shoulder again. She was light weight, but after a while she gets heavy.

He was unaware of the real Kyoya flying above. The wind angel looked down and saw Alabaster kidnapping Hope. He rallied what forces were available and swooped in for an attack.

"LET HER GO, BASTARD!"

Alabaster turned around, but Kyoya was already right there, sword point and shredding wind with him. She's about to be drove through the heart and ripped to shreds. Everything seemed to slow down for Alabaster, his long life suddenly flashing through his mind. There was a sudden blast and force of energy, blasting Kyoya over a mile away, and knocking him into the side of the mountain the camp is perched upon.

Dunamis and Alex stared at the new opponent. Alabaster looked to see his savior, angered at the fact that someone would dare save his life when he is fully capable of saving it himself. A dark figure stood on the peak of a short mountain range. The man jumped high into the air and landed before Alabaster, his back to the angels behind him.

"Get up, you stupid life form."

Alabaster growled. "Who're you?"

"The person that just saved your worthless ass."

Wait a minute...Alex knew this voice. No...

She shoved her way through the crowd of angels dressed in mixes of armor and pajamas, some consisting on chibi panda bear footie pajamas. She broke through the crowd and stared upon the newcomer. "Are you who I think you are?" she asked timidly.

The character looked to the side, a sharp golden demonic eye glowing in the shadow of his hood. "Depends on who you think I am, Alex Lux, The Bringer of Hope, Third General of Heaven."

Alex's expression was one of definite fear. "No...you're supposed to be secluding yourself!"

The man smirked evilly, flashing fangs sharper than Melanie's. "Yeah, well my little sister wanted to put the odds in our favor, so here I am."

Dunamis floated by and landed next to Alex. "Lexi, you know this guy?"

Alex nodded reluctantly. "Angels, Demon, may I introduce Massaru Satan, The Lord of the Ravens, older brother to Sakura Satan, The Grim Reaper."

Dunamis looked at Massaru. "I thought he was a legend."

"Oh, he's only been inactive for a few centuries. And there's a reason."

"Destruction everywhere he goes," finished Bry, landing beside them, bloodied and bruised. "Alice is watching Arkana and Blaze."

"Now I have to save their sorry asses too?" sighed Massaru. "Oh well." He threw back his hood, revealing a man that looked the age of eighteen. He had pitch black hair, with lightly rounded bangs framing his face with a light red strand between his golden demonic eyes, shaped much like Sakura's. His black hair is brushed up in the back. He has pointed ears, with two black studs in the left lobe. His skin was as light as Sakura's, and lean and muscular. A black trench coat covered him, ripped at the shoulders and a hood attached to the back. White medical tape is wrapped around the muscle of his upper arms, and and he wore gauntlets on each hand, one was dark blue, and the other, dark purple. He wore no shirt, exposing his well-muscled chest. He wore black pants that poof out at the bottom, tucked into black combats boots and a red sash tied around his waist. A necklace is around his neck with a black stone feather attacked. A large ornate hammer is attached to his back, or a large lump of black iron mounted on a long wooden shaft.

Massaru gave the angels before him a dark look. "Alabaster, go and meet Damian at the Gates and bring Hope to Hell."

Alabaster growled. "Oi! No one bosses me around!"

Massaru looked down at the other demon, his glare holding such malice that it made the Demon of Discord shiver, much against his will. "Don't mess around with me, boy. Do as I say." Alabaster nodded quickly and dragged Hope through the grass and down the hill. Massaru watched as he left and then turned to his opponents. "So, who's first?"

A group of angels charged toward him. Alabaster raised his left hand, where his dark blue gauntlet is clad. He opened his hand, and his eyes suddenly flashed gold before a burst of force erupted from the gauntlet, sending the light weight angels miles away. Another group charged, and he raised his right hand, where the dark purple gauntlet is, and a large, sonic boom-creating, burst of lightning erupted, electrocuting the poor good souls until they were nothing but black charred skeletons.

And Massaru didn't mind he just killed sixteen people.

Bry took on a fighting stance, elongating her nails into long black talons. She was about to attack when Alex grabbed her arm, holding her back. Bry looked at the other angel in annoyance, but then noticing the tears in her eyes. "Pull back! Retreat! We stand no chance in this battle!"

The angels retreated, taking to the air and running as fast as they could on the ground.

Massaru looked at Alex. "Hello, Alex. Been a while, hasn't it?"

"Hello, Massaru. So my sister finally decides to put our brother in the war?"

Massaru snarled. "We are not related."

"I know. But figuratively."

"Get out of here before I blow you to bits."

"NOT IF I BLOW YOU TO BITS FIRST!" screamed Kyoya, who was crashing down through the air.

"KYOYA! NO!" screamed Alex.

Massaru's golden eyes flashed, and Kyoya immediately crashed into the ground with such force, it created a crater twenty feet wide and even deeper.

"I will not hesitate to kill you all on sight next time we come face-to-face. Farewell, for now." And the demon walked away, pulling his good over his head, leaving behind a weeping angel.

"No...how desperate is she?" murmured Alex. She looked at the sky. "Dear God...help me."

* * *

><p><strong>me: MWAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAAAAA! I enjoyed writing this!<strong>

**Alabaster: The f*** man! You made a jackass save my ass!**

**Massaru: You would be dead right now if this jackass didn't save you.**

**me: He's got a point, man. So how do you guys like my new OC? I'm surprised I made a guy O.O I'M SO PROUD OF MYSELF!**

**Massaru: You were going to make me a chick?**

**me: Yeah. Your name was going to be Rin when I remembered that I named my Cool Fire Dragon on Dragoncity Massaru. It means 'victory' and that dragon wins...a lot.**

**Massaru: Past the pointless shit, the form!**

**Alabaster: Jason?**

**Jason: Here is the form:**

Name:

Norse God or Goddess:

Age (real age ranging from 100,000-the beginning of time. All look like they're in their 20s. Specify):

Personality:

Appearance:

Battle Outfit:

Weapons:

Powers/Abilities:

Spells/Moves (There may only be six):

Likes:

Dislikes:

Friends:

Enemies:

Flaws/Fears:

Anything Else I Need To Know:

**Jason: Here's a list of the Gods and Goddesses:**

**Baldr** - _God of beauty, innocence, peace, and rebirth._

**Borr** - _Father of Óðinn, Vili and Ve.  
><em>

**Bragi** - _God of poetry, music and the harp._

**Búri** - _Ruler of Prehistory, the first god._

**Dagr** - _God of the daytime._

**Delling** - _God of dawn._

**Eir** - _Goddess of healing._

**Ēostre** - _Goddess of spring._

**Elli** - _Goddess of old age._

**Forseti** - _God of justice, peace and truth.  
><em>

**Fitch** - _God of ruling and arbitration.  
><em>

**Freyja** - _Goddess of love, fertility, and battle. _

**Freyr** - _God of fertility.  
><em>

**Frigga** - _Goddess of marriage and motherhood. (Being used)  
><em>

**Fulla** - _Frigga´s_ _handmaid._

**Gmot** - _God of the moon.  
><em>

**Gefjun** - _Goddess of fertility and plough._

**Hel** - _Queen of Neifelheim, the Norse underworld. (Being used)  
><em>

**Heimdallr** - _G__uardian of Ásgarð, their realm. (Being used)  
><em>

**Hermóðr** - _The heroic son of Odin._

**Hlín** - _Goddess of consolation and protection._

**Höðr** - _God of winter._

**Hœnir** - _The silent god._

**Iðunn** - _Goddess of youth.  
><em>

**Jörð** - _Goddess of the Earth.  
><em>

**Kellaa** - _God of Accounting._

**Kvasir** - _God of inspiration._

**Lofn** - _Goddess of forbidden loves._

**Loki** - _Trickster and god of mischief and fire. (Being used)  
><em>

**Magni** - G_od of strength.  
><em>

**Máni** - _God of Moon._

**Mímir** - _Óðinn´s uncle._

**Nanna** - _Goddess of joy and peace._

**Njörðr** - _God of sea, wind, fish, and wealth._

**Nótt** - _Goddess of night and darkness. (Being used)  
><em>

**Odin** - _The "All Father" God of war, also associated to wisdom, poetry, and magic (The Ruler of the gods). (Being used)  
><em>

**Ran** - _Goddess of the sea._

**Sif** - _Goddess of battle._

**Sjöfn** - _Goddess of love._

**Skaði** - _Goddess of winter and hunting.  
><em>

**Snotra** - _Goddess of prudence._

**Sol **- _Goddess of Sun._

**Thor** - _God of thunder and battle. _

**Thruer** - D_aughter of Thor and Sif._

**Tyr** - _God of war. Also the god of the skies and bravery._

**Ullr** - _God of winter, hunt, and duel.  
><em>

**Váli** - _God of revenge._

**Vár** - _Goddess of contract._

**Vé** - _One of the three gods of creation. ._

**Víðarr** - _God of the forest, revenge and silence._

**Vör** - _Goddess of wisdom._

**Weth** - _Goddess of anger._

**Yggdrasil** - _Goddess of life.  
><em>

**Ægir** - _Ruler of the sea.  
><em>

**Andhrímnir** - _Cook of the gods._

**Alrighty! **

**HERE COMES DA SLAYA!**


	19. Ninel Awakens

**Disclaimer: I'M BAAAAAAAACK! **

**Ryuga: NOOOOOOOOOOO!**

**Kyoya: Ah! WE'RE ALL GONNA DIE!**

**Me: *facepalm* Jeez, you people act as though it's a bad thing I'm back.**

**King: It kind of is.**

**Me: How?!**

**Chris: I don't think you've noticed, but all there is in your heart, is nothing but the pure black emptiness that is as black as your Slayer's Bottomless Pit of Doomness and Darkness.**

**Me: What?!**

**Ryuga: Chris, you should NOT have said that.**

**Chris: Why? We all know its true!**

**Me: *snaps***

**Chris: *blows up into rainbow sparkles***

**Me: You are now food for Riga. Enjoy your last few moments as you are scattered as rainbow sparkles. Anywho, thank you everybody for waiting! I kind of got grounded and had account problems, but I took care of that :) Now enjoy my I'm So Sorry That I Was Gone So Long Super Update Week!**

**Kyoya: ON WITH DA STORY! SLAYA DOES NOT OWN METAL FIGHT BEYBLADE!**

**Me: Y'all gonna pee ya pants! XD**

**Everyone: O.o **

* * *

><p><span><strong>In the Underworld…<strong>

Damian, the hellhound-demon hybrid that guards the gates into Hell, stood by the door, dressed in golden battle armor with a white cape. There was a series of knocks on the door, and Damian smiled, knowing who it is. He grasped the ornate handles and pulled, opening the large doors wide. Three figures stood there.

"Hello, welcome back," said Damian. Masaru and Alabaster, with Hope slung over his shoulder, entered Hell.

"Ah, its good to be home," said Masaru, stretching his muscular arms. His golden eyes wandered over the fiery setting. Screaming could be heard throughout all the desolate landscape. Masaru set off down a crimson road, Alabaster not far behind. "Keep away from the fire," said Masaru. "You'll perish instantly."

Alabaster scoffed. "I'm a demon too, remember?"

The two continued their trek through Hell. Hope began to stir on Alabaster's shoulder, making him eye the General of Heaven suspiciously. He looked at Masaru, then Hope, then back at Masaru. Something's about to happen and he's going to be absolutely ready for it.

Suddenly in a quick flash, Hope's golden wings burst from her back in a flurry of feathers and she's floating in the air. Another flash of light and Hope is adorned in her golden armor. She eyed the scores of blood-red fires beneath her, wary of the fact she will turn to dust if she touched the unholy flames. She took her sword and lit it, the holy flames erupting from the tip. She readied herself for battle.

And then, the look of horror and realization crossed her face. Her focus was directly on Masaru. The Lord of Ravens smirked at her. "Its been a while, Hope, my lovely."

"Oh, my dear Masaru, it has been a while indeed. I thought you were secluding yourself."

"Yes, I was, actually, but you should know that when you are told to do something by your superior, then you basically have to do it because its an order from their superior."

Hope was silent for a few seconds. "Sakura?" she finally questioned. Masaru nodded. Hope scoffed. "I am not afraid of you, demon. The Lord is with me."

This time is was Masaru's turn to scoff. "You are in Hell, my dear. The Lord cannot help you here. This is the Devil's domain."

Hope cursed under her breath. "Well then," she said, "I guess I'm going to have to fight my way out."

And with that, Hope raced down at Alabaster at the speed of light, elbowing him in the neck and forcing him to unbalance and fall over. Masaru took a few steps back to leave the two some room to spar. Alabaster did a sweep kick, but Hope flapped her golden wings and rose into the air. "My Lord in Heaven, who created me and gave me Life, the One who gave me the powers I now have, I call upon You to grant me access to those powers so that I may smite Your enemies and bring all those closer to Your kingdom. I ask that this be done so in Your name, and that You receive all the glory from this battle that I fight so that all those who walk upon this Earth will know of Your glory and power. I pray that I only use this power upon Your enemies, and that if my attacks should stray that those not Your enemies will be protected by Your love and grace through a divine shield that not even the highest of angels could break through. All of this I ask through the Son so that it may reach the Father. In this name, the name of the Son I pray, Amen."

"You're praying now?" exclaimed Alabaster. "This is a joke, right?"

"Ember Strike!" she called, great balls of fire forming in the air and hurtled down at the demons. At impact with the blood-stained ground, the great fire death balls created craters. Alabaster got a fire-ball right in the stomach, blood spurting from his mouth. He fell on the ground, and in a silver flash, turned into a massive turkey buzzard and raced straight up at Hope. With on slice of her sword, Turkey Buzzard-Alabaster was sent flying back toward the ground. Another silver flash and Alabaster was an owl, soaring up into the air. He flew high, and with another flash of silver light, he was a giant wolf zooming toward Hope, his fangs bared.

Hope was able to maneuver at the last second, but not without getting a large scrape to the arm from Wolf-Alabaster's claws. He transformed back into his original self and rolled when he came into impact on the ground. The shape shifter looked up at Masaru, panting and out of breath. The older demon gave him the stink eye. Alabaster huffed and stood. In a brighter flash of silver, he was a giant hellhound, with dark purple and black fur and glowing red eyes with silver rims. A streak of platinum blonde highlighted between his eyes, and his sharp teeth are bared. His black claws scratched at the ground.

The angel above held her flaming sword in front of her and locked herself in a battle position. Hellhound-Alabaster is about to pounce, and with the muscles of his back legs, he'll be there in front of her in a second, and there will be no time to block his attack, to might as well be ready to strike a blow.

Hellhound-Alabaster leaped and was soaring toward the angel, and in a second, was right there in front of her. He swiped his paw and Hope slashed with her sword. Hope screamed in pain as Hellhound-Alabaster's sharp black claws ripped through her golden armor and through the skin on her side, blood squirting out in a spray. In another flash, Alabaster in his normal form was before her, clutching his stomach as large amounts of blood soaked through his wound. He fell toward the ground. At the last second, he transformed into a cockroach, and landed with an inaudible thump. He transformed back into himself and curled into a small ball.

Masaru sighed and rolled his eyes. "Useless." He stretched out his hand and Hope instantly crashed into the ground, creating a rather large crater, an agonizing scream coming from her lips.

"Well, excuse me, showoff, but I don't have any special gravity powers," grumbled the shape shifter. Masaru smirked down at Alabaster and sauntered over to the grounded angel. Hope lay on her side in the crater, grasping the left side of her stomach, her eyes glowing darkly at the demon before her.

"You've gotten a bit slow, my dear," taunted Masaru. "You know you can't defeat gravity."

"Oh, I think I'm fast enough for you," she growled. Masaru raised his hand, prepared to immobilize the poor angel. "But just so you know, I have a few more cards to play. Flame Whip!" The faint fire of her blade flared into a great whip, which she used to wrap the end around Masaru's boot, and she tugged as hard as she could, unbalancing him and making him fall over. "Lava Fortress!" Hope slammed her palm on the ground, and the hot earth under it melted. The lava bubbled and rose, creating a lava dome around her. The angel inside relaxed, just enough to still keep the bubble around her up.

This is going to lead to her defeat. She's in their part of town. They know their ways around better than she does. She has only ever studied maps of Hell, but even the most recent ones aren't accurate. Hell is ever-changing, growing and expanding. There are always new places to torture souls, always new places for demons to dwell, and always new parts added to Lucifer's castle.

Masaru stood up and unsheathed his giant hammer. He lifted it up, and brought it down. Hope winced from the strain of keeping her fortress up. She'll only be able to keep this up for a minute and a half, maybe even less. Alabaster managed to stand up. He had turned into a hellhound again, and was now scratching away at the bubble, adding more strain to the poor angel inside.

Hope doesn't know what to do next.

"Alabaster," said Masaru, sheathing his massive hammer away. Hellhound-Alabaster ceased his attacks. "Stand back." Masaru took a few steps back and his eyes flashed gold. Pressure unimaginable crashed down on Hope and her lava fortress. She screamed from the effort of keeping her defenses up. If she tries to keep this up, she'll kill herself. If she lets go of her fortress, she's definitely sure she's going to die in Sakura's dungeons anyway. So what seems like a better way of dieing?

Hope didn't get a chance to think about that, because as soon as she started thinking about it, the lava bubble started to crack as Masaru increased the amount of gravity he was using. Hope knew what she had to do. She adjusted herself so that she was crouching. She folded her wings tightly against her back. Masaru was getting impatient. Jeez, this girl is stubborn.

With one last golden flash of his eyes, Masaru broke the little fortress with a new stronger burst of gravity. But Hope was ready. With as much effort as she could possibly muster, she sprung into the air and extended her large wings right in Masaru and Alabaster's faces, giving them a face full of feathers. She pumped her wings and was about to take off for good when Masaru grabbed hold of one of her wings. She gasped in surprise as he pulled her back down roughly.

She slammed onto the ground. Masaru then grabbed a fistful of her golden hair and pulled her up to eye level.

"You know what?" said Masaru in an irritated and angry husky voice, "I really hate angels with wings." And so, he grasped the bone of one of her wings, and with a quick twist of the wrist, snapped it in two. Hope screamed in pure white agony. "Alabaster," said Masaru with a one-worded command.

The hellhound transformed back into his normal self with a flash of silver and limped over to the screaming Hope. He grasped her head between his hands, and her bright green eyes hazed over and she slumped over, asleep.

"Sakura is going to be very happy," said Alabaster with a smirk.

Masaru rolled his eyes. "Simpletons."

Alabaster glared at the other demon. And so, they continued their journey to the Devil's castle.

* * *

><p><span><strong>Back at Norway, 887 AD…<strong>

"Chained Death!" shouted Melanie as she swung her deadly chain sword at Miyako, who narrowly dodged, and came back-to-back with Ninel. Ninel was looking up at Demon Kasumi. The extremely young naiad-demon hybrid had just discovered her true form, and was wreaking havoc around the large glacier.

She was facing Ninel, blood red eyes glowing with hatred. "I would love to thank you," says Demon Kasumi in a deep demonic voice, "but that is not in my nature." And so, Demon Kasumi swiped her massive white claws at the two angels, who jumped into the air to dodge the attack. Melanie swiped her deadly sword at the angels, but Miyako quickly transformed her skin into metal, and the weapon _pinged _off.

The two landed on the cold icy ground with a puff of small pieces of loose ice. Demon Kasumi threw her head back and took a deep breath.

"Hey, uh, Ninel?" asked Miyako timidly.

"Uh, yeah, Miyako?" replied the ice nymph.

"Got a plan?"

"Haha, absolutely not. How 'bout you?"

"Haha, absolutely not."

"Well, I've got an idea," said Ninel, setting her body in a blocking position.

"Rumble," growled Demon Kasumi, "of the Dark Black Water Demon!"

"Glacier Barrier!" shouted Ninel, large glaciers breaking up through the ground and forming a barrier in front of the two. Black water boiling as hot as the fires in Hell erupted from Demon Kasumi's maw. As soon as the boiling water came into contact with Ninel's barrier, a burst of steam tore through the air. The water sprayed out in all directions, steaming liquid burning the angel's skins. Ninel grunted with effort as she tried to keep her glacier from melting.

Miyako activated her metal skin, pushing against the barrier with as much strength as she could muster to help out Ninel with keeping up their only defense.

"Ah! Jeez, how strong are demons really?" shouted Miyako. "We could really use Bry right now!"

"She had to go back because of an emergency, remember?" cried Ninel, tears welling in her eyes from the strain on her body. She grunted. "I can't keep this up much longer. Miyako, think of something!"

"I'm trying!" Miyako looked down at the ground as she pushed against a glacier. That's when she noticed the shadow right at the foot of the glacier. "Hey, remember what Loki said?"

"Uh, am I supposed to?" replied Ninel.

"Nớtt!" exclaimed Miyako.

"Nớtt? But isn't she unreliable?" asked Ninel.

"She's our only hope. I'll try and talk to her."

"Okay," said Ninel uncertainly, "but she's a dangerous angel. Be careful!"

Miyako nodded. She then stopped pushing on the glacier and turned her skin back to normal. She crouched down in front of the shadow. "Nớtt? Nớtt? Hey, uh, miss? We kind of need help so if you could be so kind and not let us die?"

"Miyako!" scolded Ninel. "She's an archangel! Be careful!"

"Fine," said Miyako rolling her eyes. The two waited for a few seconds. Then Miyako lost it. "Oh, come on! Are all higher angels so stuck up they can't help out their sibling? I thought archangels would be so much more than what I have experienced all day! Loki is a jerk, you are a scum bag, and we're about to die and become nonexistent anyway so it would be really nice to have a bit of help before we are gone forever! You may have not noticed, but in this war you have done so well at ignoring, WE ARE A MAJOR PART OF ITS HISTORY!"

"Miyako! Show her some respect!"

"How am I supposed to if she's not showing me any? I'm an archangel too!" Suddenly, a pair of eyes appeared in the shadow. Miyako looked at them, startled. A hand-made out of shadows suddenly sprung from the darkness and grasped the front of Miyako's face, making her eyes dilate and widen.

"Miyako? Ahh!" Ninel exclaimed as she tried to keep her barrier up against a fresh blast of boiling hot water.

Miyako, however, has no idea what's happening. Its all happening inside her head...

* * *

><p><em>She's falling through a swirling tube of black, purple, and blue. 'What's happening?' thought Miyako. She finally landed on black, purple, and blue clouds. She looked around her, scoping her landscape. She saw nothing but the dark clouds and a black obsidian temple. She stood up and looked down at herself. What the heck? Where's her armor?<em>

_Miyako's wearing a white cloak; a silver breastplate with scale designs over a black sleeveless top; black pants; black boots studded with silver spikes on the toes; a silver sword in a simple black case at her right hip; a thick brown belt with a silver-winged buckle; small daggers concealed within her boots and belt; a pendant shaped like silver Angela's wings on a silver chain around her neck; and black wrist protectors with matching fingerless gloves. Well, normally she would have those weapons, but they seem to be missing._

_What is going on here? Its been years since she's worn this getup. _

"_Looking for these?" asked a mysterious voice. Miyako whirled around, her body in position for a fight. "Oh, relax. I'm not going to hurt you unless you give me good reason to."_

_A woman was sitting on a pillar made of the strange clouds. Miyako's weapons were floating above her open hand, glowing a light purple. _

"_Where am I?" asked Miyako suspiciously. _

"_In the Shadow Dimension. It exists everywhere. In every shadow, including the shadows inside you head."_

"_What do you mean 'shadows inside my head'?"_

"_Well, its the darkness, of course; dark thoughts, memories, nightmares, anything that is related to that kind of stuff."_

_Miyako nodded in understanding. "Then you must be-"_

"_Nớtt? Oh, yes. That's me." Nớtt is dressed in a dark blue top that sags off her shoulders. The sleeves extend into gaps, and gauntlets clad her hands. A plain black tight tank top is underneath the shirt, which is held up with bones curving under her chest and around to clutch her back. Her stomach is exposed, which is still covered by the tank top. A silver belt decorated with black diamonds sits atop her hips, which holds up a dark blue high-low skirt. Tight black mid-thigh shorts are underneath, and black leather boots with metal studs on the sides adorn her feet. She is incredibly pale, and has dark blue straight hair that extends to her waist. Strands of straight hair fall in front of her pointed ears, and a silver crown sits on top of the crown of her head. Her eyes are strange, because they captured the night sky. She has thick eyelashes, and three lines are tattooed under her left eye. A black choker with an amethyst is around her neck. A black diamond is tattooed to each shoulder. The archangel twirled her finger, and a clock of shadows appeared. "You have three minutes before you and your friend dies…now."_

_The clock started ticking._

"_I'm-"_

"_Miyako Matsubara, Child of Hydra. Ooh, you're interesting. Sakura despises you. You almost killed her little sister. Ironic; she's about to kill you. You can always try that new spell of yours, or maybe the poison one."_

"_I don't have enough magical strength."_

"_Oh, right. You used most of it on your skin. You need to learn how to control that better."_

"_Who's going to teach me?"_

"_Oh, I don't know," said the woman, inspecting her black fingernails. She twirled her finger again, and a nail file appeared from the shadow and started filing her nails. "So, you have two minutes-thirty seconds, mark. How did you know to call me?"_

"_Loki," replied Miyako simply._

_Nớtt giggled. "Really? He bothered to talk to you?"_

"_Yeah."_

_Nớtt was silent, studying the other angel in the Shadow Dimension. "You…are interesting. There's something about you that makes you different from the other angels."_

"_I'm the only archangel in the group, and I'm not doing so hot."_

"_Obviously," said Nớtt in a bored tone. Miyako growled at her. "Now, don't do that. You have a minute and a half left, might as well get the deal out there now. So, you need me to save your sorry skins?"_

"_And help Frieda," said Miyako._

"_You're friend frozen in darkness? Meh. An easy save if you're an archangel."_

"_Well, I'm sorry! I haven't had millennia to figure it all out I've only been an archangel for a week!"_

_Nớtt sighed. "You're right. I have had a trillion lifetimes to figure it all out."_

_Miyako froze. "Wait, how old are you?"_

_Nớtt sighed again. "Older than the universe. Darkness has been around as long as God has been around. He created light, and I started to grow weaker. Back then all I had to do is blink and you could instantly melt into a pile of goop. Now I actually have to concentrate to do that."_

"_Wow, granny."_

_Nớtt glared heavily at Miyako. "Watch it. You're loosing your chance at a deal with me. I could just let you die. One minute."_

_Miyako's mind started racing. What can she possibly offer? She doesn't have much. "Okay, so my end is you save Frieda, Ninel, and I."_

"_Ninel already has the power to save you. She just doesn't want to use it. Its her most powerful spell. She can defeat anything if she used that simple spell."_

"_Then why doesn't she?"_

"_Because she knows the dangers of using it. She can kill herself. Its too powerful for her to use because she hasn't used it enough to master it. Oh!" Nớtt placed her fingers to her temples. "She's so stupid. She knows we can't help."_

"_What?" asked Miyako. _

"_Hope Song has been kidnapped by Alabaster Creed and…MASARU SATAN!?" Nớtt lost her cool air and started to look scared. "No…he's supposed to be secluding himself!"_

"_Who's Masaru Satan?" asked Miyako with a worried expression._

"_Sakura Satan's older brother. He's dangerous. I'm afraid I'm going to have to go into battle soon. If he's on the playing field, there's no telling what will happen. There's going to be some mass destruction. Thirty seconds," replied Nớtt, suddenly regaining her cool composure. _

"_Okay, save us and Hope."_

"_I can't do that last thing."_

"_What? I thought you can!"_

"_I can't go down to Hell to jailbreak all of Sakura's enemies. If I could, we would have a HUGE army. But I can help Hope survive longer."_

"_Then save us and help Hope survive as long as possible!"_

"_I'm afraid the Reaper has already seen Hope Song's official death."_

"_Then try and prevent it!"_

"_I can't! It's a fixed point in time! If I try and prevent it, it could cause a paradox, destroying two-thirds of the universe! I can't mess with the Reaper's visions. Everyone dies sometime. Even me. And I have lived forever!"_

"_Well, if you won't prevent her death, then I will. But at least help her out a bit."_

"_Fifteen seconds. Okay, then I will, if that is what you wish. What do you have to offer?"_

"_I don't have much of anything."_

"_Fine. Then I will offer. This is what I want in return..."_

* * *

><p>Miyako snapped to the present. Ninel was crouching on one leg, holding up a small slab of ice just big enough to cover them both.<p>

"Its about time!" screamed the ice nymph.

"Well, I'm sorry! I was busy trying to save all of us!"

"YOU WERE STARING AT THE GROUND!"

"I WAS TALKING WITH AN ARCHANGEL INSIDE MY MIND IN THE SHADOW DIMENSION!"

"ARE YOU AWARE OF HOW INCREDIBLY STUPID THAT SOUNDS!?"

"YES I AM!"

"GOOD! NOW HELP ME WITH THIS STUPID ICE BERG!"

"WE DON'T NEED THE STUPID ICE BERG ANYMORE!

"**WILL YOU TWO CHILDREN STOP YOUR SCREAMING!" **screamed the archangel of darkness.

Ninel was silent, but still grunting with the effort of holding up the ice berg. "Who the heck is she?"

"That is Nớtt."

"The archangel that Loki mentioned?"

Miyako nodded.

"Well, if you two children are finished with your bickering, I'm going to live up to my end of the deal and save your sorry skins." Nớtt walked around Ninel's melting barrier. Melanie noticed the new character. She raised her sword.

"Ninetailed Destroyer!"

Eight more swords in their chain forms appeared around Nớtt, who only smirked in amusement. "Really? I know fake swords when I see one." All the angel did was snap, and the swords disappeared. Now its Melanie's turn to panic. She jumped into the air and brought her sword down, but it only passed through Nớtt and imbedded itself in the icy ground beneath them. Nớtt sighed in boredom. "Such a child."

All the angel did was flicking her pinky finger against Melanie's forehead and the demon-vampire was sent flying. Nớtt snapped, and the steady stream of boiling hot water bursting from Demon Kasumi's maw diminished to a tiny trickle. The angel swatted her hand to the side, and Demon Kasumi was sent toppling over.

Miyako and Ninel watched the scene unfold with mouths wide open. 'This is an archangel?' thought Miyako. 'I'm nothing compared to this!'

"Chained Death!" called Melanie, swiping her chain sword at Nớtt's feet. The archangel glanced at the incoming weapon, and her night-time eyes flashed blue. The weapon suddenly glowed orange, and Melanie dropped it to blow on her burnt hands. Melanie wasn't able to land a blow, but Demon Kasumi sure did. With a snap of the demon's tail, she unbalanced the archangel and made her fall over. Demon Kasumi quickly stood up and starting pounding her monstrous fists down on the angel.

"Ooh," said Miyako and Ninel at the same time, wincing at the scene behind what was left of the Glacier Barrier spell.

Suddenly, a blast of darkness smashed against Demon Kasumi, knocking her through the wall around the giant glacier she had made herself and over the edge. Turns out, the Nớtt in the smashed up area wasn't real, and the real archangel was standing by the frozen Frieda. Nớtt placed her hand flat against the surface of the frozen sphere, and the blackness of the ice was sucked up into her hand. She snapped, and the plain ice around the telepath angel cracked wide open, freeing her from its cold clutches.

Ninel and Miyako raced over to their friend. Ninel pulled out the orb of compacted sunlight and held it near Frieda, attempting to warm the still internally frozen and shivering girl.

Nớtt turned to Melanie. Suddenly, the angel was in front of the vampire, and landed a hard punch in her gut. Blood spurted from the vampire's mouth, and she was sent flying into the air. She turned into a bat, and zoomed down quickly behind Nớtt, and turned back into her normal self. She sunk her fangs deep into Nớtt's exposed shoulder, blood dripping from the wound.

The archangel gasped in surprise and pain. She flicked the vampire's nose, and she was once again sent flying yards away. She touched her bloody wound, and it immediately healed. Demon Kasumi rose from the sea, supported with a giant tsunami wave. Ninel knew what to do. She ran over to her fellow ice nymphs.

"Come on!" she said to them. "You are ice nymphs! Freeze the water the demon's standing on."

The other nymphs looked at each other. A nymph that looked almost just like Ninel walked up to the angel. Ninel gasped. Its her mother! "What is your name?" asked the ice nymph.

"I am Ninel, but my real name is Arcadia."

"Well, then, Arcadia, let's go freeze the water." The other nymphs cheered and they all raised their hands. Ninel joined them, and focused all the remains of her magic on the wave. The water began to freeze, and Demon Kasumi looked down in shock.

Nớtt smirked. She swatted her hand again, and Demon Kasumi was knocked over powerfully to the side. The angel snapped, and Demon Kasumi began to shrink, and normal Kasumi lay on the icy ground. The young demon looked up darkly at the archangel. This time Kasumi swatted her hand, and a powerful burst of water knocked Nớtt to the side. Kasumi swatted her hand again, and half the ice nymphs were forced into the air, riding the pointy tips of ice spikes.

"**NOOOOOOOOO!**" screamed Ninel. "**NOOOOOOOOOO!**" Her eyes glowed the brightest sky blue any angel has ever seen. The air dropped over a hundred degrees, and ice was flying everywhere. "**NOOOOOOOOOOOO!**" Ninel swung her arm, and a spike of ice sent Kasumi flying into the air, a trail of blood not far behind. Ninel raised her hands. She balled one fist and turned her other hand to she side. She slammed them into each other and a pale blue magic circle appeared under her. Tears were streaming down her face, and she began to emit a golden light. The seal on her right arm glowed bright blue.

Miyako realized what is happening.

_She can kill herself. Its too powerful for her to use because she hasn't used it enough to master it._

"Ninel, no! You'll kill yourself!"

But Ninel couldn't hear her friend over the ear blasting sound of her rising magical power and the sound of her own sobbing.

"**FREEZING BLAST!**"

There was a flash, and Miyako, a now almost conscious Frieda, and Nớtt turned to see what was happening. The archangel smirked, because she knew what is really going to happen. For a brief moment, all the angels could see was Ninel's beautiful true form. She has golden hair pulled up in a curly side pony tail, reaching down to her bare ankles. Beautiful silver and metallic light blue feathers covered her wings. Her bright goldenrod eyes looked like real pure gold, and light blue eyeliner is around her eyes. Her pale milky white skin seemed to glow. A beautiful sleeveless silky silver V-neck blouse is her top, and a beautiful golden belt sits atop her hips. A frilly light blue knee-length skirt covers her legs, and gladiator sandals clad her feet. Frilly silver and white wrist-length gloved are on her hands.

That beautiful image quickly disappeared though, and a brilliant burst of light blue light flashed around Ninel. Blizzards and blizzards of icy spikes and tons of hurling snow flew at Kasumi. Blood splattered the floor as the spell started to tear and rip apart Melanie and Kasumi.

"Ts-Tsunami Wall!" called Kasumi, but the wave of water was immediately ripped to shreds. A black portal suddenly erupted behind them and swallowed them up. Ninel's attack lessened bit by bit until the spell was no longer in action. Her eyes glazed over, and she fainted.

Nớtt looked at Miyako. "I told you she had the power to save the three of you all along."

"Where did the demons go?" asked a weak Frieda.

"Sakura opened up a wormhole to bring them back to your present time. She's going to heal them, weep over her little sister, swear revenge, blah, blah, blah, et cetera. I don't think the Reaper will let Kasumi do any fighting for a _long_ time. Oh, might as well revive you now." Nớtt touched Frieda's forehead and healed the Anarchy Angel Anael. Frieda thanked the archangel.

"So you're Nớtt?"

"Yes, I am. You two should take your friend there to your present time. She's not going to heal well here in the past."

Ninel's mother approached the new archangel. "She's so brave. When she wakes, do you mind telling her I said thank you?"

"Of course," said Miyako.

Ninel's mother chuckled to herself. "My husband and I are planning on having a child. If it's a girl, I'm naming her after this young woman here." She turned to the other angels. "What are your names?"

"I am Miyako Mastubara, Child of Hydra."

"I am Frieda Love, the Anarchy Angel Anael."

"And I am Nớtt, Archangel of Darkness, Warrior of God, Guardian of the Shadow Dimension. But now, I think I should also be known as Guardian of the Nymphs." Nớtt smiled down at Ninel's mother, who is now crying with joy.

"Wow, not as heartless as I thought," whispered Frieda.

Nớtt's eyebrow twitched. "I heard that." Frieda gulped and then giggled. Miyako unsheathed the time sword from Ninel's sheath and slung the girl over her shoulder. "You will need to go back to the exact spot where you came. Open the portal, and go home. I will watch over the ice nymphs. Farewell, archangels. I pray we meet again soon." And so, Nớtt touched Miyako and Frieda's foreheads, and they were suddenly back to the spot where they came through the portal.

Miyako activated the sword, and sliced it through the air. The tear in the fabric of reality appeared and opened wide for the two. They stepped through, traveling back to their present time.

* * *

><p><strong>Me: Yay! I finished this chapter! That took a long time to type up O.O<strong>

**Ryuga: Yay! You accomplished something!**

**Me: FEED, MY BRAIN-EATING ZOMBIES FROM THE WALKING DEAD!**

**Ryuga: *screams like a girl***

**Me: MWAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!**

**Kyoya: *gives me sickened look***

**Madoka: Ack! Not in front of Kenta!**

**Kenta: MY EYES! THEY BURN! AHHHHHH!**

**Me: …I don't see anything wrong with him…**

**Everyone: *anime fell***

**Me: *shrugs***


	20. Enter the Huntress

**Disclaimer: I own nothing! You know what? I'm just going to stick this message in the summary! **

**Ryuga: lol**

**Me: Slaya...CHOP!**

**Ryuga: OW! What's up with hitting me with a heavy textbook?!**

**Me: If you prefer my Evil Overlord chair, then be my guest.**

**Soul Eater: Wow, Beyblade. That's cool.**

**Me: HOW THE HECK DID YOU EVEN GET HERE? BACK THROUGH THE RIFT OF FANDOM DIMENSIONS!**

**Soul Eater: AHHHHHH!**

**Ryuga: ...You are dark, woman.**

**Me: Tee-hee...AH! THE PICTURE IN MY BEDROOM IS NOT SYMMETRICAL TO THE GROUND! AHHHHHH! *nosebleed***

**Ryuga: How did this start happening?**

**Cream: She started watching Soul Eater and is now obsessed. Death the Kid got her started with her obsession with symmetry.  
><strong>

**Ryuga: Who got her into that?**

**Cream: A friend of hers. Then she got me into it. Then I got my friend into it. And now she's gotten Demonix into it. She's pretty much a major fangirl now.**

**Me: Since when have you been here?**

**Cream: A while.**

**Me: Out. *snaps***

**Cream: Whaaaa...! *disappears in a flurry of glittery blue sparkles and cupcakes***

**Ryuga: O.O**

**Me: Watch it, you might be next.**

**Kyoya: Its awful being one of her favorites!**

**Me: *snaps* Well, enjoy the chapter!**

* * *

><p>The portal opened in the weapon room, spitting out Miyako, Frieda, and Ninel like they were a disease. Miyako hid the time sword and dragged Ninel out into the sunlight, so she can heal. Problem was, it wasn't sunlight. It was moonlight.<p>

Miyako frowned. "Rats, we got here while its night time!"

"Good thing I stopped by," said Bry, gliding down to the ground. "Woah, what happened to Ninel?"

"She discovered her true form," said Frieda.

"But didn't Miyako discover her true form thirteen chapters ago?"

"What do you mean 'chapters'?"

"Aren't we in a story?"

The three characters looked suspiciously at Slayer through the monitor as she types. She smiles and waves, and then continues typing diabolically. The characters looked back at each other.

"Spooky," said Miyako. "She's controlling our limbs just by typing words."

"So me just raising my arm just now, she typed that out?" asked Frieda. The three looked at Slayer again. Slayer smiled an innocent smile, and then just typed something, making Ninel's unconscious body tap dance while repeatedly slap itself. Miyako, Frieda, and Bry screamed.

"Stop that, Slayer!" screamed Miyako.

"Dude, she just typed that. SHE CONTROLS WHAT WE'RE SAYING!"

A portal erupted in the fabric of reality, Slayer popping out and landing on her butt. She stood up and rubbed it while wincing. "Will you guys stop screaming at me and looking at me? Its creepy."

"YOU'RE CONTROLLING US WITH YOUR MIND!" screamed Frieda.

"Brah, you could do that too," said Bry.

"I'm not _that _good at telekinesis!"

Slayer growled at the girls. Miyako looked closely at her. "Did you highlight your hair teal? Wasn't it bright green?"

"Uh...I redid it. Its for my profile picture."

"Oh..."

"I gotta go. I'm disrupting and probably displeasing all the readers. Don't look at me! It'll be awkward for all of us!" And so, Slayer jumped into the portal.

"Ew," said Frieda. "She has chilly dog breath."

"Don't point that kind of stuff out. She will zap you," said Bry. Suddenly out of nowhere, Frieda was zapped by a bolt of lightning. "Told you so."

"Shut up," grumbled Frieda, trying to calm her frizzing cherry-red hair. "Does anyone have static spray?"

"Oh, jeez, I think I left it back in Heaven on my bed," said Bry sarcastically. Frieda glared at the other girl. "What? Its not like I can fly up there in two seconds and come back in one."

"A speed spell would be cool, though," said Miyako, hopefully looking at Slayer so that the author could PM TheAmazingFireHawk about it. Slayer shook her head. "Hey did you notice that-"

"Let's stop looking at Slayer. She will zap us all," said Bry, covering Miyako's mouth. Bry suddenly shrieked. "Frieda, Miyako licked me!"

"Deserved it," said the red-head, trying to sling Ninel over her shoulder and grab the ball of compacted sunlight at the same time. Bry sighed in annoyance and lifted into the air, grabbing Miyako by her upper arms and flying up into the air, Frieda right behind.

They flew toward the camp. After five hours, the blazing camp was in sight. Miyako, Frieda, and a now almost conscious Ninel, stared upon it in horror. Bry beat her wings harder, soaring toward the camp with great speed Frieda had trouble keeping up with. When they finally landed, the sight of two demons, Arkana and Blaze, was before them, trying to get away. Anger welled within Miyako. A light amount of tears streamed down her cheeks. She made herself look like a cross, and a bright green magic circle appeared before her.

"Mystic and Holy Dance of Swords!"

A sword of every kind materialized out of thin air with a small poof of gold dust. Tears poured down Miyako's cheeks, rising into the air when ever they slid from her jaw. Each tear spread itself over each sword's blade like butter, turning the blades milky white while shining a silver aura. Bright green light shot up from underneath Miyako's feet, lighting up her figure from below. She flung her arms forward, and the swords covered in an angel's holy tears shot forwards, injuring and maiming the demons. There was suddenly a dark flash, and Miyako was suddenly forced to the side. Masaru walked out of the darkness and grabbed Arkana and Blaze by the collars.

"You creatures are useless! I know termites who can fight better than you!"

"Can we meet them?" grunted Arkana with a smirk on her face. Blaze made a warning for Arkana by shaking her head and pretending to slice her throat with her hand. Arkana got the message when Masaru glared darkly at the witch. "Heehee...sorry."

"Back to Hell," growled Masaru as he kicked them into the shadows, where they dissipated into darkness on contact. Masaru was about to go in after them when he spared a peek at Miyako.

She lay on the ground in a crab-like position, her back to the ground (you know, like the position you are in when you're about to crab walk, but your butt is on the ground. You know, that position? Gah, its hard to explain...). She was glaring at him darkly. Then, her eyes strayed down to his well-muscled chest. Masaru smiled. He knows she would never admit it, especially since he's a demon, she sort of took a-liking to him. Her plum purple eyes connected with his golden ones again. His smile turned into a smirk. He sort of took a-liking to her. He gave her a wink, and then was about to walk into the shadows.

Miyako took control of her stupid brain. She's already scolding it for giving a demon the cougar-eye. She unsheathed her massive buster sword and was about to slice him in half when she suddenly paused mid-air. She looked at him in disbelief as he turned around.

"Uh, not so fast?" she said.

Masaru smirked. "And who might you be?"

Miyako growled. "I am Miyako Matsubara, Child of Hydra, Iron Archangel, and the chick who is about to beat your stupid a-"

Masaru put a finger to her lips. "Ah, like your lovely red-headed friend over there was about to say, no cursing, my dear. That's quite an impressive title. I am Masaru Satan, Lord of Ravens, Brother to The Grim Reaper. Is mine impressive as well?"

Miyako spit on him. "Sure. I'll just let you think that."

The demon smirked at her. "Ooh, you're feisty." He chuckled. "Well then, Miyako, I have a feeling we will meet again." He made a downwards motion with his hand, and Miyako smashed into the ground under a massive force of gravity.

"Miyako!" called Frieda, who immediately started to levitate over to her fallen friend.

Masaru gave the cherry-haired girl another dark look. He held out the hand with the purple gauntlet, and was about to release a beam of energy when a girl rammed her shoulder into his chest, pushing him back and forcing him to fall into the shadows. He was instantly transported to Hell.

The girl turned to the now free Miyako and Frieda. She has pale skin and a very slim figure, about 5'6. She has wavy cherry blonde hair with green highlights put up in two ponytails, similar to upside down deer antlers. She has turquoise blue eyes. She wears a cream colored dress with matching heels. She smiled at the other angels.

"Hey, I'm Estrella. Also known as Yggdrasil (pronounced "ee-dra-sil"), Archangel of Life."

"Miyako. I'm tired of titles. They're stupid."

Estrella giggled. "I agree. You, Cherry?"

"I am Frieda Love, Anarchy Angel Anael."

Ninel is now a little conscious. "I...I am Ninel Velasquez, but my real name is Arcadia."

Estrella calmly walked over to the ice nymph. She touched her, and Ninel was instantly better. She was no longer as pale as Sakura, and she looked completely healthy. Estrella smiled. "There ya go!"

"How'd you do that?!" exclaimed Frieda.

"Hello, Archangel of Life. I am one of the oldest in the universe. (A/N: Star's Roaring Blaze, Yggdrasil should be as old as the universe. She is life, and life has existed forever. So, I'm altering her age just a thousand tiny millennia. Heh heh heh...). I started life. I AM life. Without me, the world will die."

"Is it even safe for you to even be here?" asked Bry.

Estrella turned her gaze to the dragon-hybrid. "Believe it or not, but I can take care of myself." Her gaze went back to Ninel. "Say, you're different from the other two, you and Miya."

"Do NOT call me Miya."

"Whatever. I'm your superior. Aren't you two Archangels too?"

Ninel looked surprised. "I am an archangel?"

"Well, back in 887 AD, you kind of discovered your true form," said Miyako, rubbing the back of her head. Ninel was suddenly thrilled.

"Oh, my God! I am an Archangel! Whoo hoo!"

"There's something I was supposed to tell you," pondered Estrella. "Oh, yeah! Alex is looking for you."

Miyako suddenly looked tired. "Joy. Alright, guys. Let's go and get this over with."

* * *

><p>The angels are now sitting in the command tent, which has surprisingly survived the attack. Three of the four Generals were there, and they looked grim.<p>

"Woah, where's Hope?" asked Ninel.

Miyako saddened. She always saw Hope as competition for Kyoya, but now, she's beginning to regret ever having such thoughts. "She was kidnapped by Alabaster Creed and Masaru Satan."

Dunamis looked at the iron angel with surprise. "How did you know?"

Miyako shrugged. "Nớtt told me."

Alex, Kyoya, and Dunamis had just coincidentally taken a large gulp of a glass of water. As soon as Miyako spoke the dark angel's name, they performed a massive spit-take. The five angels, including Estrella, were soaking wet. They looked at the Generals darkly.

"Dude," muttered Bry as she began wringing out her black and blue hair, "not cool."

Alex smiled sheepishly. Her face then turned serious. "Yes, Hope has been kidnapped."

"Nớtt told me that the Reaper has already seen Hope's death."

The Generals gasped. Kyoya growled. He stood up and walked over to a local shadow in the room. "Nớtt, stop hiding. Come out."

The maiden of darkness melted out of the shadows with an innocent look on her pale face. "I was totally NOT listening to the entire conversation you've been having so far."

"We all know that's a lie," muttered Miyako. Some of the other angels snickered, and Nớtt frowned.

She turned her attention back to Kyoya: "So, Yo-Yo, what's been happening on Earth?"

"'Yo-Yo?" asked Frieda.

"We...had a thing once," muttered the General.

"It was a scandal," teased Nớtt. Kyoya glared at her, making her raise her hands in defense and back away. "Okay, touchy-touchy. Be that way."

"So, you claimed that the Reaper has already seen Hope's death?"

"You didn't know? She was also born of darkness; such as Shadow and I."

"Wait, we're talking about the dragon named Shadow, right?" inquired Ninel.

"No, the other dark angel, except that's one of her actual titles. She's the trainer of archangels. Anywho, those born of darkness, knows what happens to the other. You can think of us as triplets. Whenever Sakura has a vision of who's going to die and when, Shadow and I get the same image in our heads. If I make a deal, then Shadow and Sakura know about it. If Shadow has trained any archangel, then Sakura and I will know. We are physcicly linked like that. That's why making important deals with me are risky, because Sakura will learn of them and attempt to prevent me from seeing them through." Nớtt threw Miyako a special warning look saying, _Watch you back. The Reaper will do anything to prevent you from seeing your part of the deal is finished_. Miyako nodded in understanding.

"Thank you, Nớtt. That is all."

Nớtt bowed and melted back into the shadows.

"I don't like her very much," muttered Dunamis.

"Why? Because she's the one that brought you the news first that Geno was captured?" teased Alex.

Dunamis looked like he wanted to rip someone apart. "The Reaper is going to pay for that."

"Wait," said Bry, "are you saying in some sort of messed up way that you have feelings for Geno?" Dunamis started wringing his hands together in anger. Bry got the message. "I won't talk about that now."

"No duh," said Miyako. "So, anywho, why are we here?"

Alex sighed. "You two are going to be an essential part of our plan to storm Hell and free Hope."

Ninel stood up. "Woah, woah, woah. Wait a sec, I have only been an archangel for a few hours, and we were just seriously attacked...hard. Are we really in the state to be fighting back?"

"I agree," said Sierra, entering the conversation with an ice pack on her head. Gingka and another angel wearing blue footie pajamas and brown wild hair, blue eyes, and large round glasses walked in. "We are way too weak. We will need to build our forces again."

"That's right," said Gingka. "We took a serious hit. We are not in a good state to launch a counter attack."

"My calculations have brought me to conclude that fourty percent of our forces have been slaughtered. I option that we should call for some reinforcements from Heaven," said the other angel. He then blushed. "Uh, excuse me. Forgive my manners. I'm Yuki. Heh, I have no titles."

"Except for nerd," snickered Bry. Miyako did not look happy with her friend.

"Yeah, Alex. You need to cool it. We can't just waltz in and take the Devil's castle by storm. The Devil is down there, imprisoned. Besides, he'll use us to find a way out and wreck havoc on Earth. Who knows? He might just find a way to get out. We can't risk any of our angels getting killed."

Alex looked down at her feet. "Yeah. Yeah, you guys are right."

A boy angel ran in and whispered something in Yuki's ear. The boy then ran back out. "Uh, excuse me?" said Yuki. "There has been a sighting of demons up in the mountains. I suggest a small team go in and take them out."

"The four of us will," said Ninel standing up with her other three friends.

"Can I come too?" asked Sierra excitedly. Miyako smiled and nodded. "Aw yeah!"

And so, Gingka called five pegasi to fly down and take the angels to their needed destinations. They flew toward the mountains that are their destination. Miyako decided to break the silence. "So..."

"So...," said Frieda.

"Hey, guys?" asked Sierra.

"Yeah?" said Ninel.

"D...Do you think Gingka likes me...at all?"

"Well, of course he does," said Miyako.

"No, I mean...like like...like...like..." Sierra trailed off her words.

Ninel nodded in understanding. Too bad, the other angels knew that Gingka has been making goo-goo eyes at Madoka. But how could they do that to Sierra? Of course, Bry had to be cold about the situation.

"Sorry, bro, but Gingka belongs to Madoka." Miyako flew her pegasus close to Bry's and whacked her upside the head with the hilt of her sword. Bry rubbed the spot. "Ow! I was only being brutally honest with her!"

"Yeah, talk about brutal!" growled Frieda.

Sierra looked down at her hands clutching the reins. Great. Now her head is going to be cloudy during the fight. She shook her head. No. She will win back her Gingka! And she will be boss while doing it! Sierra suddenly growled. "Slayer? Did you just stick a vision of myself inside of my own head of me wearing sunglasses?...BECAUSE I LOOK AWESOME!"

"Dude! Don't talk to her while she's typing! She will zap you," said Bry.

Sierra only shrugged it off. She decided she'll take her anger out on the demons who's butts she's going to be whipping. They landed near the peak, where the demons are camped. There was suddenly screams and shouts and...gunfire? Isn't the time period they're camped in too primitive for 2014-modeled guns?

The angels gave each other warning looks. They quietly approached the peak, where they found a woman taking down the demons. She had a nine millimeter hand gun in one hand, and a large sword in the other. She rolled, she twirled, she shot, she hacked, and all the while taking down an entire platoon of demons.

"Woah...is she an angel?" asked Sierra.

Miyako took a testing whiff. "Nope."

"Uh...demon slaying demons?"

"Didn't smell like that either," said Miyako.

Suddenly, a blade and a gun was at the five angel's necks. Miyako looked into the eyes of their new opponent...well, eye, actually.

Before them is a woman, with ivory skin and brown shoulder-length wavy hair with gold streaks. She has a startling light brown eye, whereas the other is covered by a black eye patch. She's dressed in a leather jacket, gray skinny jeans, and inch heeled knee-high leather boots and leather gloves. She was about 5'5, and older looking than Estrella, but not much older. She has a muscled yet slightly thin stature, and there are two brown leather belts strapped around her waist, though one hung off her hip. A knife with an ornate ivory handle and a clear gem inserted in the middle is sheathed at the very back of the belt. A cross bow and a two sheaths are strapped to her back, though one already has a sword in it. There are medical items on the belts, and other knives and a short sword.

"Woah, who are you?" asked Bry.

"If you haven't noticed," said the woman, "I have you at gun point, missy, so I ask the questions here. Now who are you? One at a time please."

"Ugh, but I don't want to go through this name thing again. Its getting annoying," whined Miyako. The woman put the tip of the gun right up against Miyako's throat, making sure that the safety is off. Miyako gulped. "Uh, I am Miyako Mastuabra, Child of Hydra, Iron Archangel."

"Ninel Velasquez, Arcadia, Ice Archangel."

"Frieda Love, Anarchy Angel Anael."

"Sierra Crystals, the Water Angel."

"Bryony, the Assassin."

"Now, who are you?" asked Miyako.

The woman smirked. "I am The Huntress, Sin D. I hunt down everything that's bad and evil in this world. You clearly aren't demons. Your titles would have said so."

"Uh, we're Angels," said Sierra.

Sin D's eyebrow quivered. "Is that so? Then where is the heavenly aura, the feathery wings, and the halos?"

"Well, did those demons have Devil tails or horns?" asked Frieda.

Sin D's threatening expression did not change. "No, they did not. But that doesn't mean that they aren't demons. Uh, Bryony, was it? Yes, Bryony here has wings, but they're dragon wings."

"Uh, well, I can answer that," said Sierra timidly. "Some of us are hybrids. Bry is a dragon-angel hybrid. Miyako is a poison-iron angel. I am a water nymph-angel hybrid. Frieda is a nymph of eternal life-angel hybrid. And Ninel is an ice nymph-angel hybrid. That explains Bry's wings now?"

"Still, how do I know that you really are angels?"

Miyako thought about it. She then got it. "Our true forms!"

"We can't," said Sierra. "An angel's true form is too much for the human eye. Her eye will burn out if you show her your true form."

"Rats," muttered Miyako.

Frieda got an idea. "Would a demon carry around a ball of compacted sunlight?" she asked while taking out the object. Sin D's expression softened and she lowered her weapons.

"Angels walking the Earth. More Demons out than usual. Is there a war going on?"

The five angels sadly shook their heads.

"The apocalypse. And it all started with Sakura..."

Sin D now looks interested. "Who's Sakura?"

Bry's face darkened. "Sakura Satan, The Grim Reaper. She's the Devil's daughter."

"You can say that she's the one that carried out the Devil's plans and started all this," said Miyako with distaste.

Sin D nodded in understanding. "Then we'll have to stop her."

Sierra shrugged in despair. "Sorry. No can do. The Angel army is worn thin because of a recent attack on our camp. We're planning on moving quick."

"We don't have the forces to mount an attack on Hell right now. Besides, one of our more powerful archangels is imprisoned there right now. So if we try and bring in an army, then the archangel could get severely injured," said Ninel.

Frieda whistled. The five pegasi came soaring down and landed with loud thumps. The angels mounted. Miyako outstretched her hand to Sin D. "We'll take take you to our camp. We could use you."

Sin D gingerly grabbed Miyako's arm and the angel tugged her up. The Huntress sat behind her and awkwardly wrapped her arms around Miyako's waist. "Welp," she said, "this is awkward."

The pegasi took off and soared for the angel camp, which was moving bit by bit in a hurry. But they didn't know of the new character being introduced. In the camp, she awaited the new archangels with a dark scowl.

"Are you sure you want me to train them?"

"Yes, Shadow," replied Alex. "They will need your training if they are to survive."

* * *

><p><span><strong>In the Underworld...<br>**

Sakura burst through the door of the Devil's throne room, impatience obvious in her stride. She quickly kneeled. "You wished to see me, Father?"

Lucifer sat on his obsidian throne. "Yes. You are not powerful enough."

Sakura looked surprised that her father had gotten to the point so quickly. She looked up at him with surprise written all over her pale face. "Pardon?"

The Devil relaxed into a more comfortable position. "You are powerful, but not powerful enough. The angels are moving new pieces into play and I think it might be a good idea to give you...an upgrade."

"An upgrade?" asked Sakura angrily. How could her father say this to her? She is the Reaper! Only her other dark triplets would be able to match her if they worked together, and they don't really see eye-to-eye. Oh...now she gets it.

"Do you see the gilded cup before you?" asked the Devil.

Sakura had indeed noticed the large golden goblet on a black marble and silver trimmed pedestal before her, thick black liquid slightly bubbling inside. "Yeah, what do you want me to do with this?"

"Sakura, my dear child. That is _my _blood. Drink it, and your power will grow. Take it every night from now on and for a few mere months, you will be more powerful than I am. You will drown out your side of light: your _elfin _side." He said it with disgust. "I was looking for the most perfect set of dark twins. Instead, I got only one child. Totally not what I was planning, but it certainly comes close. So, I have decided to give you more than the blood you already have of mine."

"Wait a sec," said Sakura, "Masaru is almost as powerful as I am. Plus, he's older than me. Wouldn't he make the cut better?"

"He declined. He cares more about his little sister succeeding than his own success. Isn't that terribly sweet of him?"

Sakura stood up and slowly walked up to the goblet. Should she drink from it? Should she do any of this? She smirked. Of course she should. Then, something deep within her stirred, telling her that she should not, because it feared getting drowned in its darkness. She scowled. Her elfin side. She had made her decision.

"Father, I will drink it." And so, she drank the Devil's blood, and at that moment, the Angels stood less a chance than ever...


	21. Enter the Dark Angel

**Disclaimer: I own nothing but my ideas, concepts, and characters. I'm sorry chapters are being updated really slowly. My mom or dad has to read them first and be approved before I'm actually aloud to update. Yeah, they have quite a few documents to read over! *goes and counts* ...I will not voice anything...but all I will say is, ENJOY THE CHAPTER!**

**Haha, thought I was gonna say something else, huh? Well, YOU JUST GOT PUNKED! MWAHAHAHAHA!**

**Okay, I'm just going to shut up now and force Kyoya to continue typing until I feel like actually moving my fingers. TYPE, MUFASSA! TYPE!**

* * *

><p><span><strong>In the Underworld...<strong>

Hope slowly opened her heavy eyelids. She feels dizzy and out of order, as if she had just been whacked with a gravestone. _Yes_, she thought, _that describes it perfectly._ She attempts to move her hands to the back of her head to rub and ease the throbbing, but instead finds her hands bound. She now realizes what has happened.

She is in Hell, held prisoner by the prisoners. She pulled at her restraints once more, but to no avail, cannot break herself free. She continued to pull and writhe and fight for her release from the binds for more than an hour. Still, no luck.

"It won't work."

Hope gasped at the sudden voice, seeing Sakura and Masaru walk out from the shadows. The Reaper leaned against the wall to her right, obviously enjoying the archangel's imprisonment. Hope spat at Sakura. "What happened to you?"

Hope had just noticed Sakura's appearance. She's in the same attire, but her white skin radiated, and the bags under her eyes seem darker than normal. Her lips are stained black and turns redder toward the inside. A thin black line traces the sides of her face starting from the corners of her lips up to the lobe of her pointed ears. Thinner lines are hashed vertically along the curved horizontal line, giving her the appearance of a skeleton. Despite the new upgrades, she looked tired yet more refreshed than ever. _Must be the stress of command and a new appearance upgrade_, thought Hope, amusing herself.

The Reaper scoffed at her enemy's remark. "I've been gathering more power."

Hope took a long whiff, tasting the Devil on her tongue. She started spitting, attempting to rid the taste in her mouth. She looked at Sakura in bewilderment and disbelief. Has she actually done what she thinks she has done? Hope refuses to believe it. Sakura looks amused with her prisoner. "You haven't done what I think, have you?" questioned Hope cautiously.

Sakura grinned one of evil. She walked right up to the archangel and touched her finger to Hope's belly. The angel screamed in agony. Sakura lifted her finer. "What do you think?" she whispers in a demented tone. "Devil's blood hurts, doesn't it? The blood of the first fallen angel burns. You reject it, because you are so willing to put your life on the line to protect your father and follow all orders he gives to you. You really should just feel sorry for Lucifer."

"Us angels call him the Devil. You're on first name base with your old man, huh? You and him must really not have a quality father-daughter relationship. And why should I feel sympathy for the Devil?" Hope challenges.

"You should feel sorry for Lucifer because he loved God too much, and defied him when he commanded all his angels to love humans more than himself. Lucifer couldn't do it, so he was banished to this stupid hole. Well let me tell you, we are finding a way to free him."

"And you know that despite what you do, you will never be able to free him. You are the prisoners here, and the warden is not your father."

Sakura scoffed. "Yeah, and the warden doesn't give a care about what happens to us down here so that leaves the most powerful being here in charge. And that powerful being, is Lucifer. And it will continue to be that way until I become powerful enough to take his place."

This time Hope scoffs. "Yeah, and the Devil knows that will never happen, and you do too."

Sakura smiles. "Oh? I know that I will become more powerful than him."

"Yeah, because he told you that."

Sakura shook her head. "Because he _showed _me. I now posses the power to snap and Hell shakes. Do you know how?"

Hope thinks it over. And then it dawned on her. "Devil's blood..." she whispered.

Sakura nodded. "Masaru, do what you must to retrieve the information. Do whatever it takes." She then spat on Hope and created a ring of holy fire around the angel. She then walked out of the cell and off to do whatever. Masaru closes the door and releases a powerful force of gravity down on Hope. She screamed.

"We're going to have fun," he said with a sharp insane smile.

* * *

><p><span><strong>At the Angel Camp...<br>**

The five pegasi carrying Miyako, Ninel, Frieda, Sierra, Bry, and Sin D glided down smoothly to the ground, landing in a puff of dirt. The winged horses whinnies as the angels dismounts from their steeds. They saw two figures waiting for them in front of a group of angels attempting to snuff out the remaining fires. Miyako lead the group, including Sin D, to her commander.

Alex stood with a dark woman, who seems to be sulking as she watches the fires be put out. Alex turned to Miyako and her group from watching the fires. She smiled a weak smile.

"Welcome back," she said, approaching the angels and human with the dark woman in tow. Miyako stepped forward.

"Alex, I would like to introduce you to Sin D, the Huntress. We were heading to the demon patrol you requested us to wipe out and found her doing our work for us. We already explained everything to her."

The archangel looks over Sin D and nods. "I would like to introduce someone special to you as well." She moved to the side. "Angels, this is Shadow Nox, the Dark Angel, and Trainer of Archangels. I have requested her to train you on the behalf of Nớtt."

Shadow stepped forward and inspected Miyako and Ninel. A dark smile then cracked her lips. "Well," she purred, "I'm going to have much fun with you."

"Woah, woah, woah," said Ninel, "we're getting special training? After what we've been through, I think we're good."

"Actually," chuckled Miyako at the thought of Nớtt's display back in 887 AD, "we need the training."

Shadow circled around Ninel, checking her shoulders and overall physical appearance. "This one is going to need work." She then repeats the routine with Miyako. "This one is in better shape skill-wise, but is still desperate for some training. I'll be able to whip these two into what you're looking for."

Miyako's pumped up already. "Woah, I'm going to train to become a full-fledged archangel! I'll be able to do all sorts of stuff!"

Ninel stayed silent as she took her turn to give Shadow an inspection.

Shadow is almost as pale as Sakura. She has black messy hair cut short to not pass her ears. Dark purple bangs hang in front of her left eye, and a long thick strand grows at the base of her neck. Her eye is dark purple, and has a talon-like marking under it with three metal studs pierced along the longer curved side. She has pointed ears, and is short. She wears a long dark purple scarf with charred ripped ends. A black sleeveless jumpsuit covers most of her central body, and a white belt sits atop her hip with another connected to it. Two long Arabian swords are strapped to her belts, and the one that dips and hangs from her hip, holds up a white cloth covering her lower region in the front and back, but not the sides. Two black leather boots adorn her feet and her hands are clad in elbow-length fingerless black gloves. Armor cover her knees and elbows.

The ice nymph snorted. "So, you're supposed to be a super powerful archangel?"

Shadow snorts back. "If I wanted, I can challenge the Reaper and win. Though, she has been doing certain...activities...yes, that I will have to discuss with you, Alex. All the Generals must know."

"You may give us a briefing tonight and tomorrow take Ninel and Miyako to the training grounds while I send Frieda and Alice on a recon mission. We must find the true gate to Hell. The one angels can pass through." Alex turns to the other angels waiting patiently to be dismissed. "But of course, you will be briefed on that tomorrow after Ninel and Miyako take their leave."

Shadow walked over to the two new archangels. "Tonight, you will pack your things. You will be gone a lengthy while, so I suggest that you pack much clothes and training supplies."

"Will we need to pack snacks?" questions Ninel. Shadow shakes her head.

"No. You will be hunting and gathering, learning how to make the most of your environment if you ever get stranded."

"Where are these 'training grounds'?" asks Miyako.

"That will stay a secret until I take you myself. But I assure you, demons cannot get there," replies the Dark Angel.

The two nodded and walked to their tents. When the camp last made a move, Miyako, Ninel, Bry, and Frieda, set up their tents next to each other in a row. Miyako bade Ninel goodnight and opened the flap to her own tent, walking inside. She laid down on her cot, arms behind head and feet crossed over each other. Her mind plunges into deep thought. Tomorrow morning, she'll need to get dressed and pack all of her things as quickly as possible. She'll have to saddle her pegasus quickly, which usually takes a ridiculous amount of time. Shadow seems like a military officer, which she most likely is, so she's bound to be extra precise about her schedule and the ones of those under her command.

_I wonder if she has her own platoon? _thought Miyako deeply. Let's see, she's already in the General's platoon, so who's in Shadow's platoon? Anyone she might know? She shook her head. No. No one she knows in going to be in one platoon out of over a hundred thousand. There are a lot of angels out there, yes. But not even as many as there are can amount to the number of demons there are. Even including the lesser ones.

Miyako rolled onto her side, rubbing her temples. What's happening to Hope right now as she is being taken hostage, or prisoner, or whatever? Her eyebrows bunched together. That demon, Masaru...is he doing the torturing? But she knows Hope. She can take whatever they've got! She's one of the toughest angels she knows. And then the thought hit her.

But what if Hope _can't _take the torture? What will happen?

She shook her head vigorously. No! She must have faith in Hope! She must have faith! She must have faith...

_But its hard to stay faithful when so much bad things are happening, _she thought. Her looked at her fist and clenched it. _But I'll survive. I'm strong enough to get through this. No obstacle, no matter how big or small will be able to keep me from living through this._

She turns on her side and closes her eyes. She pulled the heavy wool blanket up to her chin and dozed off to sleep.

* * *

><p>Alice woke to the blinding light of the sun through a window flap in the roof of her tent. She rubbed her eyes to get rid of the sleep and dragged herself out of her cot. She sauntered over to the duffel bag lying in a boring corner and dug through it to find her battle clothing.<p>

She pulled on the clothing and looked in the small mirror that the camp has allowed her to have. Today's her first actual mission, and she is excited. She checked herself and recited her morning promise that angels do when they wake up.

"I am Alice Rain, Wishes Whispers. I swear to my Lord that in His name I will smite his enemies and bring prosperity to Earth, love the human race, and give good fortune to those around me. In the Lord's name, I pray. Amen."

She bowed her head to the heavens and checked her attire for any missing pieces. Alice wears a gold and aqua with a breastplate, golden gauntlets, a melt mesh skirt with dark aqua leggings, her sword on her left hip, and black combat boots that go about two inches under knees. She then checked her physical appearance. Alice has aqua side swept bangs hat covers a scar by her left eye, has natural bleach blonde mid-back length hair, bright aqua eyes that dull or brighten to her mood, making them bright in her excitement, is about 5'8 in height, and is skinny but also has some muscle on her.

She lightly touched her scar. She winced. She remembers, before she became an angel, her childhood. Her parents beating her, abusing her, everything. They scarred her, threw her, once tossed her down the stairs, and even once while she was boiling water, jammed her hand within the scalding liquid.

And then she became an angel, and everything turned right side up. She ran away and met an angel named Mr. Rain. He then gave her new purpose and taught her the ways of magic and the sword. She admits, she's not very old, in fact, she's an infant compared to the other angels. But despite her size, she will prove to the higher angels that she is just as powerful as they are. She will become an archangel too, just like Miyako and Ninel. The new about the ice nymph had spread like wildfire, and Alice was stoked to learn that Ninel, one of her best friends, had made it to a higher level.

But what about her?

Even Madoka is more powerful than she is, and she's not that powerful. She's a medic angel, a lover, not a fighter. Alice shrugs. But she can fight when needed to, she supposes. She packed a small messenger bag with snacks for her and Frieda. She still cannot believe she's going on her first recon mission. She can't believe after the attack on camp, when the others caught those two bad demons, they left _her _to watch them. What an honor! No one ever asked her to do such a thing! Most people ignored her because of her lesser status. But she'll be the one to find the main gates to Hell.

Alice clenches her fist in determination. Yes, she _will _be the first angel since the first war to find the gates. Maybe she'll unlock her true form on the way as well! She skipped out of her tent. She made her way to the command tent, and there stood Frieda stroking a chipmunk and talking to a boy. He's wearing a green hoodie and tan cargo shorts with blue stripes. He has tan skin, chocolate brown eyes, and black hair with white and a strand sticking out highlighted red. Alice tilted her head to the side. Is that natural? She then looked at Frieda's natural cherry red hair. Yeah, it must be natural.

Alice picks up her skipping and approached the two angels talking. Frieda smiled at Alice.

"Hello, you must be Alice." Alice nods. "Well, there was a minor adjustment to our recon. Don't worry, you're still coming. We just got an additional member to our search." She stepped aside and gestured to the boy who waved. "This is Massamune Kadoya, Lord of the Unicorn. Also, my boyfriend!" Frieda squeals.

Alice smiles. "Its great to meet you. Frieda, I'm such a big fan of yours! This is my first mission ever!"

"Really?" questions Massamune. "That can't be right."

Alice blushes in embarrassment. "Oh, its right. I'm not as strong as some of the other angels. I'm stronger than a lesser, but not as powerful as you or Sierra or much of anyone. Even Madoka."

"We can fix that," smiles Frieda. "Massamoo-moo can help. Right?"

Massamune kisses the red-head's cheek. "Of course. Anything to help others be number one!"

Alice sweatdrops. "Is he always going to be like this?"

"Uh, yeah, kinda. Will it bother you?"

"Nah, I have annoyance tolerance!"

Frieda giggled. "Well, that's good!"

An angel boy timidly walked up to Frieda. "Uh, ciao, perdere, penso che tu sia davvero carina e mi chiedevo ... se volete uscire con me? Perché ... mi piace molto il culo ..."

For the first half of the boy's sentence, Frieda was smiling not so surly. The moment the last line was spoken, Frieda blushed furiously and whacked him with a pole. "PERVERSO!"

The boy went flying away and turned into a sparkle in the sky. Alice stood in silence, still trying to attempt to comprehend what just happened.

"What just happened?" she questioned.

Frieda doesn't look happy anymore. She started snuggling against Massamune and muttered, "Let's go on the recon mission..."

Alice shrugged off the odd behavior. Frieda will be just fine! Besides, she's going on her first mission! She skipped while following the couple, setting off into the woods to search for the gates.

* * *

><p>Miyako and Ninel stood by their pegasi, deep eye circles under their eyes and slouching on their weapons to keep them steady. Miyako fell asleep right away last night, but it was late, and she was not expecting Shadow be the one to wake her and her friend up. Yeah, she was excited, but did the Dark Angel really have to wake them up at four in the morning? They were only leaving at seven, and she only needed to wake up at five, and not miss thirty minutes she could have had for sleeping! She rubbed the sleep out of her eyes for the millionth time. She's so tired, she's beginning to imagine chocolate bars floating around her head and then leading her to her tent for an extra fifty hours of much needed rest.<p>

She thought about her comfy cot, her warm blanket, her soft pillow...she slapped herself. _Get a hold of yourself, Miyako!_

Her mind drifted to a long time ago...

When she was four, she would drag herself downstairs to breakfast. Her mom would always cook eggs and bacon, her favorite breakfast meal. Her mother would always greet her with a "Good morning, Sunshine!" while flipping a pancake. Miyako smiles at the memory. Oh, how she hated being called Sunshine. Frieda developed the nickname for her a few days ago. Though that nickname already exists, it only did a few centuries and three quarters ago. And then her mom found out about her dad being an angel...and it turned upside down from there. Her mom tried to...no! She won't think about it! She promised herself she never would again.

Shadow approached the two. "Let's get this over with."

"Well, sunshine, you don't have to be grumpy," muttered Ninel.

Shadow gave the ice nymph a dark look. "Hush, now. Let's not get on my nerves. You won't like the outcome."

There was a sudden explosion, the ground erupting in a geyser of dirt and trees and shrubbery. There was a ear-deafening scream, and something with large black wings and a monstrous scythe in hand came zooming from the center of the explosion. She screamed in anger before swinging her scythe, cutting off the tops of twenty-some trees. "Where is Ninel and Miyako?" she shrieked.

Shadow took a defensive stance in front of the new archangels. "Sakura..."

* * *

><p><strong>My apologies to roserain1998 for not introducing Alice sooner! There just wasn't much of a good time to incorporate her into the story, so I hope you liked how I introduced her and her feelings. <strong>
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**And I'm thinking about changing my pen name to VenomSlayer2013. So then, I can be called Slayer AND Venom. So cast in your reviews and votes.**

**A) ShadowSlayer2013**

**B) VenomSlayer2013**

**I await your response, my lovelies. I will be back, but not for a long time, so stay patient, dears! Bais!  
><strong>

**HERE COMES DA SLAYA!  
><strong>


	22. Devastation
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* * *

><p>Shadow took a defensive stance in front of the new archangels. "Sakura..."<p>

The demon floated above them, demonic black wings extended to their maximum wing span: fifteen feet. Miyako noticed the drastic change in her appearance.

Sakura wears a silver crown with teeth clutching her head and a black diamond in the center. Her ears are pierced all over, and her eyes are much bloodier than normal. A horizontal curved line stretches from the corners to her mouth to the lobe of her ears, looking like a sick, twisted smile with vertical hash marks, making her look like a skeleton. Her lips are stained black and turns red toward the inside. She wears a high-collared sleeveless trench coat that fans out at the end (kind of like Maka's from Souleater, which you people desperately NEED to watch). But at the top, it looks like its cracking and it splits at the top of her stomach. There are crack-shape tattoos there, giving her milky white skin the appearance of that of a china doll cracking. She's wearing tight black bicycle shorts and shoes with metal bands. Black leather extends from her shoes up to the knees and curves like teeth. There are multiple cuts all around her exposed parts, which include arms and thighs. She's also wearing black fingerless gloves with metal gauntlets. There are bones that curve under her breasts and set on top of her hips.

Mortem looks different as well. Black teeth like markings curve along the blade, and thick black chains are loosely wrapped around the blade and the pole.

Sakura unleashed a powerful scream. Another figure jumped up from the crater and floated down to the ground. Miyako glared at the figure. Masaru. He came along too? Kyoya walked to the front of the crowd and over to Shadow.

"I'll take Masaru. Can you take Sakura?"

"Maybe," said the Dark Angel with uncertainty, something that comes rarely to her. "She's radiating, see that? Its from her activities."

Kyoya looked at the other angel in surprise. "How much has she had?"

"Enough to be almost as strong as Lucifer. I need to end her. Now."

Shadow waved her hand, and two weapons formed out of shadow in mid-air. She clutched them in each of her hands. The weapons are long thick rods with short Arabian-type blades on the ends. There are tiger like stripes along the rods and the blades in dark purple.

"Alex," said Kyoya. Alex looked to her higher general. "Watch over Miyako and Ninel." Kyoya looked at Miyako. "Whatever you do, live. I won't forgive you. You too, missy," he said, gesturing to Ninel. Ninel nodded and smiled as Alex held her hands before her and muttered a spell, a white shield of light forming a bubble around them.

"Let's get to cover." Alex started in a direction with Miyako and Ninel in tow, but where then blocked by a blast of darkness.

"You are not going anywhere," growled Sakura in a deep demonic voice between a mouthful of long white sharp teeth. Sakura raced toward the angels, wings beating and Mortem held high. Miyako and Ninel clutched to each other in fear. Alex prepared herself for the unbearable pain of the Reaper attacking. And suddenly, at the last second, Shadow was there, blocking the blade with the two rods of her weapons crossed in an X. She pushed hard, and Sakura went gliding back into the air. Sakura giggled wildly. "Well, it surely has been a while."

Shadow pointed one of the blades of her weapons at Sakura's heart. "Today will be the day I end you, Grim Reaper."

"Oh, I think not, Dark Angel. I have Devil's blood on my side." Sakura then giggled wildly again and rocketed at full speed toward Shadow. Shadow heaved her weapons onto her shoulders. The markings began to glow purple, and a dark magic circle appeared before her.

"Star Destroyer!"

With both weapons being used, the magical bolt of darkness that hit Sakura equaled that of the energy produced from a nuclear reactor. The beams of darkness hit Sakura square in the chest, sending her flying in pain. Though of course, Masaru extended his hand and prevented Sakura from flailing away too far. Once Sakura regained control over her flight, Masaru sent a powerful bolt of bright blue lightning at Shadow. Shadow used her weapons as lightning rods and absorbed the attack's power.

She then turned to Sakura, weapons ready. "Shadow Wings," she muttered, and the shadows melded together to create her a set of wings. She pumped them and floated into the air until she was at Sakura's height. She then extended her wings to full wing span, and daggers of shadow erupted from the misty membrane. Sakura managed to block them all with the blade of Mortem. She then swung the scythe, a thin blast of power flew straight at Shadow. The angel narrowly avoided the attack, and zoomed in for her own. Shadow rammed her shoulder into Sakura's stomach, and Mortem momentarily transformed into the two katanas. Sakura stabbed Shadow in her exposed calf. Blood spurted, and the two broke away from each other.

Shadow winced as she lightly touched her wound. She glared at the demon opposite her who is now cackling with joy. Shadow held her weapons vertically before her, the markings glowing again and a massive dark magic circle appearing above her head.

"Woah," muttered Miyako, who was watching from afar. A spell with that much power?

Shadow's single eye glowed. With a battle cry, she screamed, "Black Geyser!"

A flood of darkness erupted from the circle and gushed toward Sakura. Sakura's eyes widened and she zoomed in the opposite direction.

Meanwhile, Kyoya and Masaru are deadlocked in an epic stare-down. Masaru's eyes finally flashed gold, and a strong blast of energy poured down upon Kyoya. Kyoya grunted as he managed to stay on his feet. He retrieved a mace from his belt and flashed, dressed in his battle armor. A swung the mace onto the ground, creating a rupture in the ground. Masaru floated into the air and hoisted his giant hammer. He then zoomed toward Kyoya at full speed. But Kyoya's ready.

The angel swung the mace, knocking Masaru's hammer out of his hands. The demon growled and punched Kyoya in the gut. The angel grunted in pain and elbowed Masaru in the nose.

And now, Masaru goes into martial arts mode.

The demon moved quickly, swinging his limbs and moving in intricate patterns Kyoya did not recognize. The angel noticed Masaru's foot patterning, realizing the demon is about to perform a drop kick. Kyoya whirled around and swung his leg as Masaru did the same action. Their legs locked, creating a force that knocked back other angels and even disturbed Sakura and Shadow's showdown for a split second, and also creating a small crater around them. Kyoya then dislodged his leg and spun around, swinging his foot and aiming for his opponent's face. Masaru grasped Kyoya's foot, and with a flick of the wrist, flung the angel onto the ground. Kyoya set his hands in a palms-up position.

"Tempest!"

A tornado erupted from the angel's hands and threw Masaru into the air as if he is a piece of paper. Sakura caught him with the curve of Mortem. She gave him a dark look. "Do it," she growls.

He nods. "Gravity Pheonix Rage!"

Masaru's eyes glowed a brighter gold than ever seen before. He extended his arms before him as if a drum major, and lines appeared all over his body, causing him to burn almost as bright as the sun. A ball of golden energy surrounded him, and then lashed out over a one hundred meters in radius. Alex's eyes widened.

"EVERYBODY GET DOWN!" She looked at Shadow. "Take them now! And hurry!"

"One last thing," Shadow growled. "Darkness Darkness Rage!"

Shadow went through the general concept that Masaru went through. Her eyes glowed purple, and lines crossed over her body highlighted purple as well. A ball of dark energy surrounded her, and then it extended outwards. Masaru brought his hands down, making the energy field slam down toward the ground. Shadow flung hers up, sending her energy field colliding with Masaru's with a massive explosion, painting the dark sky a series of bright yellow, orange, and red. The fields of energy pressed against each other, attempting to dominate the other.

Shadow won.

With a large burst of thick purple cloud, the angels of the camp evacuated under the cover of the spell. Sakura came flying through though, large black wings pumping and red eyes glowing like embers with fury. She screamed and dashed toward Shadow. Shadow grabbed the base of a tree, and with all her might, heaved the massive tree out of the ground and spun around, releasing it and sending it soaring towards Sakura. It hit Sakura square in the gut. Blood spurted from her mouth and she fell to the ground. But she was immediately back up again. She growled.

She pumped her wings and she was once again soaring.

Alex growled herself and raised her hand. Her green eyes started to glow white, and the air around her began to churn. She held out her hand to Shadow, who gladly took it. They pressed their backs together and grasped each others hands. Shadow's eye glowed purple. The air started to churn more, and the two angels closed their eyes. Masaru jumped into the air, hammer in hand, but Kyoya rammed his head into the demon's stomach and sent him hurtling to the ground.

A beam erupted from the two angels, and they spoke:

"CHRIST'S CLEANSE!"

From them emanated a light so bright the demons screamed and covered their eyes. Angels flooded down the hill with weapons, ready to beet the demons up. But Masaru roared. His eyes glowed gold, and he held his hands before him.

"So you wish to know what the Lord of Ravens can do? BE MY GUEST!"

And with one mega powerful surge, gravity came crashing down on the angels, pushing them flat against the ground. Miyako, Ninel, and the others where caught in the field, and Shadow and Alex's spell ended once they two were kissing the dirt.

As the bright light dimmed, Sakura uncovered her eyes and smiled. "I saw many deaths just now." She looked at Shadow, who's eye was wide with fear. Sakura grasped Mortem and slowly walked toward the small army of angels. "I will reap all of your souls and keep them with me for my torture."

"You can't do that!" exclaimed Shadow.

"I have the Devil's blood almost running pure in my veins. I have the blood of the first fallen archangel in my veins. DON'T TELL ME WHAT I CAN AND CAN'T DO! My blood combined with the power of Mortem, gives me the power to reap any soul and absorb its energy. Your angels are going to become my demons."

"No! Hope never said anything can do that! The Bible does not say!" sobbed Alex.

Sakura's look darkened insanely evilly as she grinned, the skeletal markings on her cheeks making the insane smile even more dramatic. "The rules have changed, my dear. Heaven will soon be overrun, and there's nothing you can do about it. All the souls I claim tonight will be given a spot of Devil's blood, and guess what happens to them?"

Alex is in tears. It should not be possible! That's not how things work! An angel must willingly accept the Devil's blood; not be forced. But Mortem is a magical instrument of darkness. Anything is possible once she reaps.

Sakura raised Mortem, and the blade glowed a bloody dark red. With one graceful swing, Sakura reaped a hundred souls at once. The angels, most cut in half, fell to the ground in ponds of blood and piles of bodies. Alex burst into tears.

"**NOOOOOOOOOOOOO!**"

Sakura turned to Alex, the look of Jeff the Killer plastered on her face. She covered her mouth as she started giggling. She then burst into laughter. "That was beautiful! Let me hear it again!" Sakura then swung Mortem, creating a gash in Alex's arm. She screamed again, and Sakura laughed more. "Oh, Alex-y Walex-y, its time _to go to sleep_."

With one last swing, and one more burst of crimson blood, Alex now lays on the ground, limp, dead, and lifeless. Shadow screamed in desperation, and Sakura continued to laugh. Shadow suddenly vanished into nothing, and suddenly, Miyako, Ninel, Bry, Sierra, and a few other angels suddenly disappeared shortly afterward. Sakura looked around her, expecting an attack. When none came, she screamed extra loud.

* * *

><p>Miyako opens her eyes. She recognizes where she is. Well, sort of. Everything is made of multiple shades of blue, black, and purple clouds. Its the same terrain where they just were, in fact, Sakura, made of bright red cloud, and Masaru, also made of bright red cloud, were looking around for them, but could not find them. More than one occasion, she looked directly at them but then turned away.<p>

"W-Where are we?" asked Sierra.

It clicked inside Miyako's head. "We're in the Shadow Dimension."

Shadow appeared in a swirl of clouds. "Its safer to travel by shadow now a days. Its not completely safe, mostly because demons find their ways in sometimes, but Nớtt takes care of them. Come, we must go." Shadow started off down a path, but suddenly collapsed on the ground. Miyako and the other angels rushed to the fallen archangel.

"Shadow, are you okay?" questioned Ninel.

Shadow nodded her head. "Yeah, I just twisted my ankle." She closes her eyes. "Estrella, I could really use you right now."

In a flash, the older archangel appeared, looking at a list written on a long sheet of yellowing paper. In her hand is a feather pen, and her eyes widen as the paper grew another centimeter. She shakes her head in disbelief. She then looks up. "Alex is dead?"

Shadow nodded sadly, looking at the ground in despair. Estrella looks at Shadow's twisted ankle, walks forward, and touches it. Shadow sighs in relief. "Thanks. Yes, Alex is dead. I couldn't prevent it once I saw the Reaper's vision. Get us in contact with Nớtt. We need guaranteed safe passage through the Shadow Dimension."

Estrella stood at attention. "Yes, ma'am." In a flash of gold, Estrella disappeared.

"She stood at attention," says Kyoya.

Miyako turns to him in surprise. "When did you get here?"

"I just got here," he responds. "It wasn't easy, but I managed to get in without the Reaper noticing and following."

Miyako looked at her fist, clenching it. "I'm going to kill her. She kills Bry, brings that Alabaster and Masaru guy, kills our platoon of wonderful angels, half of whom I didn't even know, and killed Alex." She looks at her kin. "We are going to be the angels who sleigh that evil monster." She then turns back to Kyoya. "So what was up with Estrella standing at attention to Shadow?"

"It means that she was the next ranking officer behind Alex, so by default, Shadow is now your General."

Shadow looks at the ground, a light blush covering her cheeks. "I don't want it."

"You have to have it."

"Pick Estrella."

"Estrella is powerful, but its difficult for her to hurt others."

"Pick Nớtt."

"She's too focused on being the 'cool' archangel. Don't even think about optioning Loki. Thor is too naive and-"

"What about Sol?"

Kyoya took on a thoughtful expression. "He could work..."

Sierra cleared her throat. "Uh, yeah, sorry, but I'm confused. Who's Sol?"

"A powerful archangel. He's the archangel of the sun. He blows God's light on to the earth," says Shadow. Her face then turned deep red. "We were once an item..."

Madoka squealed. "They were a cute couple! But they were exact opposites, so they didn't work out."

"He's with Estrella now. But they do seem to be a better match," says Shadow.

"But anyway, for now, you're a General of Heaven, Shadow." Kyoya snapped, and a beautiful pair of black and purple feathered wings sprouted from Shadow's back. She gawked at the wings. She tested them, opening and closing them. She lightly beat them, swirling the clouds around them.

She then took on a serious expression. "Let's kill the Reaper. But first, you have to be trained," she said, turning to the angels. Miyako's excited. She gets to learn how to use her powers! "This is going to be a very difficult journey. Making a journey through the Shadow Dimension is going to be difficult if you haven't been here before. Alright, let's go."

Everyone nods and they walk down a path of shadow that suddenly appeared. Either Shadow has control over this place as well as Nớtt, or the dark archangel just made it for them and is watching over them now.

But whatever.

The group continued their hike through the Shadow Dimension, and when it was night time, and they could barely see, they decided it would be a good idea to set up camp. A large ring of tents suddenly erupted into existence, made of dark blue shadows. Shadow silently thanked Nớtt. Tonight's going to be a long night.

* * *

><p>"<strong>RAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!<strong>"Sakura kicked over tables and began to wreck her room. She growled in anger as she opened the doors to her hall of souls. She grabbed a few, careful to make sure that none of the ones she grabbed were Blaze's, and threw them across the room. Ryuga ran up to her and held her in his arms.

"Kura, calm down. At least you whipped out an entire platoon. And you killed your twin sister."

Sakura's breathing began to slow as she calmed down. "You're right. We killed many today. But its still not the victory I wanted. What to do?!"

Sakura sat on her bed and held her head in her hands. Ryuga sat next to her and wrapped his arm around her shoulders. "I know what I'll do. I'll send Diamante and Kiara to hunt for them, find out where they're going. Most likely the the training grounds for new archangels."

Sakura lifted her head. "Of course. How could I not think of that?!" She kissed Ryuga on the cheek. "You're the best!"

Ryuga shrugged. "It was nothing."

Sakura stood. "I gotta go to the bathroom." She walked into her massive bathroom and stood in front of her mirror. Her eyes squinted at her messy hair. She pulled down her hood and grabbed a razor and scissors. She parted her hair to the middle and carefully cut away the left side of her head. Her hair is now an inch long, and she carefully ran the razor along her head, shaving off another three quarters of what was left of her long hair. She looked at herself in the mirror again. Her hair is now half shaved and parted over to the right. Three strands of bright red hair streak the mop of hair. She smiled to herself. Yes, this is a better look for her.

She walked out of her bathroom. Ryuga has vanished, probably to his room in another part of Hell. That's good. She walked over to her bedside table, finding a golden goblet of dark blood. Sakura licks her lips hungrily. She picked up the hefty goblet and brought it to her lips. She drank it quickly, the liquid burning as it ran down her throat. After she finished drinking, her insides started burning. She dropped the goblet and grasped the bed frame for support as she doubled over in excruciating pain.

She screamed and collapsed on the floor. Once the burning subsided, she lifted herself up using her bed. She looked over at her mirror, finding her left blood red eye turning a deep pure gold, just like her father's. She felt a massive surge of power, making her groan. She looked at herself in the mirror again, finding her skin paler. The lines on her cheeks turned blacker, and the area around her demonic eyes were growing black. She smiled evilly, finding even longer, sharper fangs, and teeth in general.

She laughed evilly, and all of Hell shook. Finally, she's powerful enough to do it. With Ryuga, Masaru, Alabaster, and Blaze, she has enough power to do whay needs to be done for her to secure the entire universe.

She's ready to over throw her father.

She's ready to over throw the Devil.
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* * *

><p>Ninel's eyes slowly opened. It was strangely cold in the Shadow Dimension, but she didn't mind. Being half ice nymph, she's used to extremely low temperatures. Its the heat she has to look out for. She crawled out of her cloudy tent she shares with Madoka and stepped outside. The air is even colder now. How long will it take to get to the training grounds in this strange dimension?<p>

She shrugged the thought off. Whatever. As long as they train to take down Lucifer, she's okay with a lot of walking.

Ninel performed a few stretches to wake up her muscles and walked around the perimeter of camp. All clear. She started rapping on the tents. "Come on, guys, wake up! We have to get to the training grounds as soon as possi-WOAH!"

A massive quake shook the Shadow Dimension, and the dark clouds seemed to melt off of the objects they were impersonating. Another shake, this time in reality, and Ninel was unbalanced and fell on her butt. Shadow came bursting from her tent.

"We have to go guys! NOW!"

"Why?" asked Miyako, still trying to figure out how to put on pants while climbing out of her tent. Kyoya looked away, an awkward blush on his face.

"Women," he breathed under his breath. When Miyako realized what just happened, she pulled her pants on with a strong tug and her face turned red as she grabbed her weapon.

"Nớtt's dimension has fallen! That means something wrong is going on. I fear something has happened in Hell."

"What does that do?" asked Madoka.

Shadow sighed. Kyoya grunted. "It means that the forces are out of whack. Think about it! What if Nớtt got captured and Sakura has decided to...oh no."

"What?" asked Shadow.

"I fear Sakura has grown drunk with power because of her Devil's blood. I think she's done something stupid."

Shadow's eyes widened. "We have to get to the training grounds. And fast! I'll give you all wings."

"How?" asked Bry. "Its not like they can grow them."

"Artificial wings made of shadow." And with a wave of her hand, the shadows of the trees around them condensed to form gorgeous black wings on the wingless angels' backs. "Let's make haste. If we stay here any longer, we might as well be dead."

* * *

><p><strong><span>Hours Earlier In the<span> Underworld...**

Masaru, Blaze, Ryuga, Alabaster, and now Iron, waited in Sakura's bedroom in full battle armor and decked out with weapons. Sakura walked out of her closet, garbed in her new fighting attire and faced her family. Their eyes widened at Sakura's new facial appearance and the new hair. Masaru was the first to smile evilly.  
><span>

"That's my little sister."

Everyone else soon also began praising their Reaper and Sakura smiled. This is her real family. For millennia, Lucifer treated her as if she was just another demon. Yeah a few times he didn't but only five times since the birth of the Universe. Of course she kept count.

"My friends, no, my real family, today is the day we've been waiting for. We are ready and strong enough to claim Hell for ourselves! Today, we defeat the Devil. Tomorrow, we capture Heaven."

"I can't wait to make those feathery goody two-wings pay for everything!" squealed Iron. Blaze laughed.

"I can't wait to slay those pests too! They have been too awful to us! We deserve some love!"

"Yeah, all we do is torture the human race. Of course we deserve love!" remarked Alabaster sarcastically.

"Thanks for the comment, Alabidiot," insulted Masaru.

Alabaster facepalmed. "I hate you all."

Sakura rolled her eyes at her new family's prattling. "The people I talk to ugh. Alright, are we all set?" Everyone nods. "Okay. Kasumi is putting a spell together to shake Hell and Earth. Everyone be ready! I don't want anyone bailing. That said, she is also going to cast a spell that rains fireballs onto Lucifer's keep. We're gonna light 'em up."

Ryuga gave Sakura a toothy grin. "I love it when you concoct diabolical plans."

"And I love it when you love something," smiled Sakura. Her expression turned serious. "Is everyone ready?" They all nodded. "Okay, let's go!"

* * *

><p><span><strong>Right Now on the Surface... <strong>

In a burst of darkness, Nớtt came crashing into Shadow.

"WHAT THE HECK, BRUH!" Screamed the enraged Shadow.

"Shads, stop screaming at me and listen! I was in Hell! I found Hope!" The angels looked hopeful. "I found something else as well. Sakura is going to overthrow the Devil."

The angels looked dead.

"Well, let her!" growled Bry.

"No, you don't see! There's just enough darkness and light in this world. The Devil's darkness is just enough to keep the balance. However, Sakura has more darkness than him. This is due to Lucifer feeding her Devil's blood thinking that she'll stay loyal to him because he's her father. But he should have known better. Sakura was originally half demon, half elf. This made her an Ilf."

"...What's an Ilf?" asked Madoka.

"Its another term for Dark Elf," responded Ninel. Madoka nodded her head in understanding.

"What does Sakura having to be an Ilf play into all this?"

Nớtt sighed to herself. "I am as old as the Universe and I've never seen anything like that monster until the day Layla gave birth to her."

"Wait...THE Layla Sakura?" asked Bry in surprise.

Kyoya and Nớtt looked at each other and then at Bry. "You didn't know? Its basic trivia," said Kyoya.

"Wait, I'm still confuzzled," said Miyako waving her hands in the air. "Who is Layla Sakura?"

"The most powerful elf since Luna Lux, the first elf. I personally knew Layla. She was a wonderful person." Nớtt looked down sadly. "It was horrible she had to die. An elf giving birth to twins is rare, and will always lead to the mother's death. Alex was born during life, Sakura, during death. The Devil 'saved' her but still threw her in Tartarus to climb her way out."

"Who knew the demon has that kind of history," exclaimed Madoka.

"Who exactly IS Layla Sakura though?" questioned Gingka.

Nớtt sighed and closed her eyes. "Very well. I will tell you the Legend of Sakura."

"We already know Sakura's legend," said Bry.

"This is the Legend of Layla Sakura. Legends go by second name, recall? Just like Legend of Lux."

"Right," muttered the dragon hybrid.

"As I was fading into the story, I will tell you the Legend of Sakura, and Sakura Satan's birth..."

* * *

><p><em>"Layla Sakura was the most strange elf, with a mix of powers that made her stronger than the others. It was said she was born of the God of Dragon Kin and Micheal, the strongest archangel. She was born as a star that glowed brighter than the rest. God saw the potential good this soul could do, and shaped it into a beautiful baby with neon blue eyes and wavy black hair and pale peach skin. God sought out the angel Luna Lux, the first of elfin kind. When she died, Jesus gave her passage to Heaven.<br>_

_'Take this child and bestow upon her the Original,' said God as he handed Luna the baby._

_Luna smiled. 'I know exactly what to give her.'_

_And so, it was Luna who bestowed the kiss of life, as well as giving the child all of the original full powers she had in life. The power and effects were stronger in this baby, for all the generations on Earth before her their power within them dwindled and started to become less powerful in each. Except with a few lucky exceptions. _

_Luna threw the baby into the midnight sky, whispering softly, 'I will look after you, my sweet cherry blossom. I will guide you and protect you during your journey through life.'_

_A falling star caught the baby and carried her to Earth, where it landed in a crop belonging to an old married elven couple. They found her and took her in, believing the baby to be a gift from God Himself. They named her Layla Sakura.  
><em>

_She grew up to be the most beautiful of the beautiful, the wisest of the wise, the most cunning of the cunning, and the most skilled of the skilled. Though she was an outcast, rejected for being the abnormal. One would expect that she would be widely popular due to her heightened power. _

_No. She was different, and people feared what she could do. They feared that she was dangerous._

_But this never gave Layla a hate for those around her. She only longed for friends, to feel excepted. Unfortunately for her, her destiny said otherwise. _

_She was one day by the riverside in an elven canoe enjoying the bright and sunny day. Her eyes glowed blue as she reached toward the water, and the head of a beautiful water dragon raised itself from the bank and allowed her to touch his sapphire blue and pearly white scales._

_'Today's the day, Pearl,' she whispered to herself and her best friend. 'Maybe I will be allowed into the temple? Maybe I will finally become a Dragoon Priestess?!'_

_Pearl purred at her touch as she stroked her behind the fins on the sides of her head. A smile lit Layla's face. 'Really? You think I'll make it in? Oh, Pearl, you are too sweet.'_

_A tall male elf emerged from the shadows on the river bank. He is garbed in white robes, has long green hair, bright blue eyes, but not blue like hers. A golden band wraps around his forehead. He is obviously a Dragoon Priest._

_'Lady Sakura?'_

_His presence did not seem to startle the young dark-haired elf in the canoe. 'Yes, Lord Drainwin?'_

_'The high priestess wishes to speak to you.'_

_'Very well.' Layla stood in her canoe and walked across the surface of the water as if it was glass. She followed the male elf to the Dragoon Temple and inside to the High Priestess's office. She entered alone._

_'Layla Sakura?' asked the priestess from her desk._

_'I am here, High Priestess. What do you need?'_

_'You...are interesting...'_

_'Interesting how?' asked Layla, not sure how she is at all strange._

_'You passed the trials,' a hopeful look on the young elf's face, 'and your magical abilities are beyond anything I have ever seen! Not even I posses the magical capacity you do!'_

_'So I made it in, right?' asked Layla._

_'No. I am sorry.'_

_Layla's face went from happy, to confused, to enraged. 'What?! I have been training my entire life for this and I passed the trials! Why can't I be a priest?'_

_'Because you are dangerous.'_

_'Ugh! I am done of it! Everyone treats me like I'm an outsider just because I'm different! So what I have more magic than you! That doesn't mean anything! I wouldn't ever hurt anybody without reason!'_

_'And I believe you.'_

_'Then why can't I be a priest?!'_

_'Layla...you have remarkable talents and I know you don't want to hurt people, its just for someone to have as much magic as you do, its dangerous. It makes you unstable. You are very emotional yes? My point exactly! Your emotions are not as under control as they are for other elves. You will put everyone around you and the people you are trying to protect in danger. I can't risk that.'_

_Layla was boiling with rage. No one had studied and trained harder than she has! She was the best in school and has the magical know-how for almost anything. How, after all her hard work and effort, was she denied?_

_'I'll show you! I'll show all of you! You'll regret turning me down! I would have been your greatest priest!'_

_'And I'm sure of it.'_

_'No. I'll travel to Hell and bring back all the dragon eggs before they are warped by darkness!'_

_The Head Priest gasped. 'You can't do that!'_

_As Layla Sakura turned to walk out the door, she said, 'Watch me.' She slammed the door shut behind her._

_Layla's next few days were full of packing and preparing. She had packed scarcely, putting only the things she absolutely needed inside her pack. She grabbed Pearl's saddle and walked out her back door and locked it. The dark-haired beauty turned around to face the brook running through her backyard where her beautiful dragon lived. She took a deep breath and walked to the edge of the bank. Pearl climbed from the water and shook herself off, freeing the beads of water still clinging underneath her platinum-looking scales. As Pearl stretched her wings, Layla saddled the beast and in no time was soaring over the forest and towards the darkest mountain where a volcano smoked. _

_'This is it. We'll prove to them that we are worthy, won't we, Pearl? I am NOT overemotional. I CAN control my emotions. Let's do this!'_

_In a mere matter of a few hours, Layla Sakura and Pearl were hovering high above the dark volcano. Layla stood up on the back of her dragon and held her hands before her. A massive bright blue magic circle erupted before her. She closed her eyes, summoning her magic and began chanting.  
><em>

_'Ego ad Deum per apertio ad inferos poenam ignis. Clamávero ad Angelos tribuat tutus contra. Nunc loquor, cum voluntatem coeli aperire portas!'_

_The magic circle faced the mouth of the volcano and a neon blue beam of light shot from the circle and into the fiery depths below. When the light faded, there was a black hole with fire in the background. With a gulp, Layla swallowed her fears and said her farewell to Pearl. And so, the elf jumped off her friend's back and plummeted straight for the most terrifying place in the Universe._

_Layla hit the ground hard. She sat up and rubbed her face, hoping the pain would go away. It didn't._

_Great, she thought to herself, a place where you can't heal. That's perfect! And its also home to some of the most terrifying creatures in creation. _

_She stood up and started to wander the desolate wasteland. She fanned herself. It was unbelievably hot there, and the red fire dotted throughout the barren landscape had a dangerous glow about them that screamed death. She made a note to herself to not touch the fire._

_She seemed to have been wandering for hours until she saw a massive black obsidian castle. She instantly knew that it must belong to the Devil. She stared up at the massive structure once she reached the base, suddenly regretting not bringing Pearl in with her. Then again, its a good thing that she didn't. A water dragon wouldn't last a minute in Hell where its hot and could dry her up in an instant. _

_She moved her hand in front of her chest in the motion of a cross, a light blue magic circle appearing, and chanted: 'Deus mihi ut alis volare.'_

_Blue wings sprouted from her back and she took off, flying straight up to reach a balcony. She landed somewhat hesitantly and peered inside. Inside stood a lean figure feeding crumbs to ravens. His black and red bangs covered his face, and his black hood covered the top of his head. Layla immediately knew this man inside was trouble. Power melted off of him. He seemed he could move mountains if he really wanted to._

_His nose quivered as he breathed in a scent. He then smiled and licked his lips, his sharp fangs glistening evilly in the dim red light._

_'I never thought an elf would make it to Hell. Especially an elf like you.' His voice was husky, deep, and alluring. Layla swore she could listen to this demon talk forever. She took a heavy breath and revealed herself. With golden eyes, the demon examined her. He tilted his head to the side, obviously curious. 'How did you get in here? Are you dead?' A raven cawed and the demon rolled his beautiful eyes. 'I am positive I didn't miss a soul. Maybe this one just wandered in?' The raven cawed again. 'Shut up you know nothing.' The demon's stare directed itself back onto Layla. 'I'm only going to ask one more time, elf, how did you get in here?'_

_Layla scowled. 'Through the backdoor.'_

_The demon's grimace turned into an evil grin as he looked up at her. He stood up and walked over to the elf, leaning down and taking a deep whiff. His smile widened. 'Not a lot of creatures have the guts to speak to me the way you just did.'_

_'I guess I'm special,' replied Layla with a challenging glare. She took this opportunity to study her opponent. He was VERY tall, with lean muscles and pale skin. His hood had slipped off, revealing spiked black hair. His golden eyes were deep, so deep you could probably become lost forever trying to read the emotion in them. There was a small cut on his lip, and his ears were pointed and pierced. He wore a black hooded cloak with the sleeves ripped off and black lazy pants that left his feet bare. He wore no shirt, exposing a well muscled chest. _

_The demon chuckled. 'Checking me out, blue eyes?'_

_Layla smirked. 'You wish. Who are you?'_

_'I don't know. Who are you?'_

_The elf paused, considering what good and bad things can happen if she told this demon her name. She decided to go for it. 'I am Layla Sakura, Elf of the Northern River.'_

_The demon grinned as he leaned over her. 'I am Masaru Satan, son of the Devil, Lord of Ravens, Collector of Souls. Congratulations, you just met one of the most powerful demons of all time.'_

_Layla gasped. She never thought this demon could be one of THE demons. Other than the Devil, this Masaru is probably the most powerful demon in Hell. She faked a smile. 'Well then, Masaru, it was very nice to meet you, but I have to go.'_

_She was about to exit until he grabbed her wrist roughly. She whirled back to look at him in surprise. 'Oh, no, I don't think so. Every soul in Hell belongs to me. You're mine now.' He cackled evilly, his golden eyes glinting with bloodlust._

_Layla gasped. She set her hand against his forehead and summoned a blast, propelling the demon out over the balcony and into the horizon of Hell. She rushed toward the door and raced out into the hall. She has bought herself a small amount of time. She used her magic to find her way to the dungeons, and possibly, to the dragon eggs. She raced through a thick heavy door and entered a blank hall lined with barred doors as far as the eye can see. She has to hurry. The demon knows her scent, and he will certainly bring friends._

_She raced down the hall at lightning speed. She stopped at a reinforced iron door. She held out her hand. 'White Light.' _

_A bright light flashed and the door was blown off its hinges. She stepped inside and there was three dragon eggs nestled in a large shallow black bowl._

_'Ah, so that's what you're after. Interesting.' Layla whirled around to see Masaru, absentmindedly swinging around a large hammer. He flashed her a fanged grin. Layla held her hands before her, ready to protect herself as needed be. He started wandering the perimeter of the circular room, still swinging his hammer around in circles. 'You know, the one thing I hate about elves is that some of them rely solely on their magic. Very few of your kind carry weapons, have you noticed?'_

_Layla nodded slowly. Obviously he's stalling for something. But what?_

_'I find it annoying how all you small creatures think you're all big and bad with your fancy clean living and strong affiliation with God and angels and Heaven. And what annoys me even more is that some of you choose to bear angel children with the power of both angel and elf, while us demons, while still disgusting and unsanitary and all, have chosen to stay pure and not inbreed. We disgust you? Please!' Masaru smashed the wall with his hammer. 'You disgust me!'_

_And he attacked, swinging his hammer down on the spot Layla was standing. 'White Light!' she called, sending a blast of energy at the demon. He only smirked and caught the white ball of light in his hand, diminishing it completely. Layla gasped._

_'Are you even trying? Give me everything you've got!' And Masaru lifted his fist, picking up Layla with his control over gravity and throwing her into the opposite wall. He walked over to where she coughed and gagged and grasped her throat in his thick hand, his long claws pressing threateningly against her pale peach skin. 'You're weak, even for an elf. How did you conjure the portal? Who did it for you?'_

_'I told you,' muttered Layla, 'I went through the back DOOR!' And with that, Layla kicked Masaru square in the jawline. She took the moment to grab the three multicolored eggs and ran out the door. Masaru soon recovered and was soon back on her trail. He smirked to himself. _

_She may think she has a chance, but what does she expect she'll find when she reaches the outside. Not even the Dragoon High Priestess can make it out alive in her situation, he though to himself. Maybe he'll just watch as his brethren weakens her and then deliver the final attack? He smiled. Sounds great to him. _

_Layla really wasn't expecting to find a huge army of demons waiting for her outside. _

_'What did I get myself into?' she asked herself, bewildered. Her hold on the eggs tightened as she checked them for signs of darkness. No way is she going to give up now, especially after getting this far! She's going to prove to everyone that she deserves to be a Dragoon Priestess. _

_She held out a single hand, and her eyes glowed bright blue. 'White Dragon Lotus.'_

_The most light Masaru had ever seen illuminated Hell, and in the next moment, what was once the demon army, was nothing but floating ash. Masaru was surprised. He had never encountered someone with this much power. He smiled to himself. Maybe he'll hunt her down later and devour her soul. He'll let her live for now. Why waste all that power if she's just going to die eventually._

_That one choice changed the out come of the Universe._

_Layla returned home, but unknowingly had caught the eye of one of the most power beings in existence. The Devil was impressed. _

_Layla returned to the surface world, and took the precious eggs to the Dragoon High Priestess._

_'I recovered the eggs,' she stated proudly, letting the other elf gawk at the glistening objects in front of her. 'Pearl made sure that they looked beautiful for you. So, did I prove myself? May I be a priestess?'_

_The High Priestess's eyes turned sad. 'I am so sorry. The spot was filled in while you were gone. Layla, I know how much you wanted to be a Priest, but its not meant to be.'_

_Layla was so angry, all the rivers in the land started to churn in anger as well. Crops were destroyed and people were drowned in Layla Sakura's anger over the next few days. On the fifth day, she was finally over her anger, and the rivers calmed themselves. She found herself kneeling by the river flowing through her backyard and sobbing. _

_After everything she went through? After everything that she felt and saw?_

_Tears poured from Layla's eyes, her dark locks of hair covering her face from those around her. Pearl was not in her river to comfort her. The dragon was out taking the eggs she recovered to a Dragoon dragon temple far up north, so Layla was alone in her sadness. Or was she?_

_A lonely figure stood from afar, watching the despairing girl cry by the river._

_'Why are you crying?' asked a male voice, so silky and rich and deep Layla found herself entranced. _

_The elf sniffed and whipped her nose, looking for the body that produced that sound. 'I-I-I was de-denied something I w-worked so h-hard for. I did something most thought impossible and was still denied. How? Why? After all that I did to achieve it, why did this happen?'_

_'Must be Fate,' said the voice again. 'Fate is cruel to all of us. Some more than others.'_

_'Why do you say that?' she asked._

_'Because, some things God has decided aren't meant to be.' A man stepped out from the shadow of the woods. He was tall and lean and sharp looking, his messy deep red hair shining in the sunlight, and his golden eyes reflecting Layla and the pond almost perfectly clearly. His pale milky skin was beautiful, and he had a warm smile. He was dressed in a black robe that dragged on the ground, but his feet were bare. He was beautiful, and Layla felt suddenly enchanted with this man._

_'Who are you?' she timidly asked._

_The man walked across the pond and sat next to her. 'I am a friend. Now, tell me, what is the entire truth to your sadness?'_

_And so she told him. She told the mysterious man everything. He was so kind, so caring, and he seemed to understand everything that poured out of her mouth. Whenever she was about to burst into tears, he held her hand and let her lean against his chest. It was soon evening, and Layla found herself just leaning on him after she told him everything._

_He stood up and brushed off his robe. 'I am sorry, sweet one, but I must leave. I hope I was able to make you feel the slightest better.'_

_He was about to leave when she desperately grasped his hand. 'Wait...can you come back tomorrow?'_

_The man looked at her surprised, but then smiled warmly and nodded._

_And that's how it went the next few weeks. He would visit her every afternoon and they would just talk. Layla soon found herself thinking about him every night, and this thinking soon turned into burning, and this burning finally turned into: 'Can you please stay with me tonight?'_

_'But you don't even know my name,' he said to her, surprised by this young girl's request._

_'I think I've figured it out. It just took me a long while. You're Lucifer, aren't you?'_

_The man frowned and nodded. 'Go ahead.'_

_'What?'_

_'Go ahead and curse me, swear at me, say what you want.'_

_Layla was quiet for a moment before replying, 'I could never say anything like that to you. Lucifer, this might sound absolutely crazy, but I think I've fallen in love with you.'_

_Lucifer smiled. 'Well, isn't that something? Someone is actually in love with the Devil?'_

_'You treat me differently.'_

_'How? I treat everyone the same.'_

_'No. You drive people insane, and you torture people, but not me. Why?'_

_Lucifer stared up at the night sky. 'Maybe because I want someone to love me. Maybe I want to be in love with someone. I believe I found that someone.'_

_'Really?' asked Layla. She was surprised when the fallen angel leaned in and gave her a kiss._

_He pulled away. 'I believe I have.'_

_And so he spent the night with her, and he did every night, as long as she wanted him to be with her. Eleven months after a year with Lucifer being with Layla, the elf woman was ready to give birth to a baby. _

_Unfortunately, the Devil was still the Devil. One night, after a flight with Pearl, Layla came home to fond that her home was...gone. Obliterated. Hundreds of elven bodies scattered the ground, and everything was lit with a blue flame. That blue flame belongs to only one being, and the thought brought Layla to tears. Lucifer stood by the river, looking down at the bottom when Pearl landed and Layla came to confront him._

_'You did this?' she asked. He nodded. 'Why?'_

_'They found out. The Dragoon Priests. They found out about you and me. They found out about the baby. They came to kill it and you. I warned them of the death and carnage that would be released if the tried to take you away from me. Your house is gone, yes, but I swear on my love that it wasn't me. It was those Dragoon Priests! I got so angry, Layla! I wanted them dead for ruining something you held so dear! So I took their lives and homes.'_

_'That's not what you should have done! You should have gone to find me! After all this time, there was so much good in the world since you first spoke to me at the river-right here! But I guess Satan will be Satan, no matter how much he loves someone.' And with that, she turned away and climbed onto Pearl's back. 'Goodbye, Lucifer. I never want to see you face or hear your voice again.'_

_And she flew away, and sickness and plagues haunted the earth since that day. Two weeks later, Layla went into labor, and she requested a new friend of hers, a male elf, to assist in the birth process._

_'These children will be demons. Their father is Lucifer, the Devil. I want you to take my soul and use the light in it to turn them good. Call to God! Make my babies angels! I want their lives happy and light than dark and depressed. Please, do this for me.'_

_The man elf nodded._

_And so she pushed._

_And pushed._

_And pushed._

_There was devastation at the discovery that the beautiful elf was bearing twins. Layla Sakura managed to give birth to a beautiful white haired child with emerald green eyes.  
><em>

_With her last breath, Layla named the baby Lota Alex. And her life perished. The Lord of Ravens collected her soul with a grin plastered across his face. _

_The male elf that stood by her side sighed in despair as he held her child. The fireplace suddenly erupted in bright blue flames and Lucifer stood before the man elf and his fallen elf. A mix of worry, self hate, and rage filled his eyes. _

_'Sorry, Lucifer,' said the male elf with a hint of fear in his voice, 'You're too late. She died giving birth to the first twin. The other died along with her. If it hasn't already, then there's no way to get it back.'_

_'There is always a way with life. After watching all the puny mortals and semi-immortals of this Universe for millennia. You always find a way._ _You always will. That's why I'm going to save her.'_

_And so he used his long claws to open his once love's stomach and pulled a baby from the folds of her flesh. Her hair was black, and her eyes were neon blue, like her mother's. She was barely breathing, her chest moving up and down slower and slower as the baby's life dwindled away. Lucifer, with large sad eyes, leaned down and was about to kiss the baby's forehead when the male elf pushed him and grabbed the baby._

_'You cannot touch either of them!'_

_'She is about to die!' retorted Lucifer in anger. 'The first is already lost to me. Alex is her name, correct? Do me a favor? Never tell her I am her true father. Lie and say that an angel was or something. Make it seem logical. I want the other child. I saved her!'_

_'I do not care. You didn't save her. She's still going to die.'_

_'I can save her.'_

_'No one can save her from this, Lucifer,' said the male elf with a dark glare. _

_'But I can. If you do not give me my child, I will kill you, and I will feed her your soul. I'm taking her one way or the other.'_

_'You will never take her as long as breath fills my lungs!'_

_Lucifer smiled evilly. 'Very well. Masaru!'_

_The dark demon appeared out of nowhere and grabbed the elf by the shoulders, twirling around so that he was facing him. Masaru placed a clawed thumb and pointer finger against the elf's forehead and he paled, as if all life was draining from his very being. His bright green eyes turned gray and Masaru released his grip. The elf fell to the floor in a lifeless heap. Masaru grinned.  
><em>

_'Can I keep it as a plaything, father?' he asked Lucifer with an evil glint in his eyes. The Devil gave him a questioning look._

_'For?'_

_'Target practice! I'd love to rip his soul to pieces! May I?'_

_Lucifer smiled. His son is still such a child. 'Of course. Just make sure to skin it alive.'_

_Masaru laughed, showing off his sharp white fangs that seemed to be longer than normal. He placed his hand on the elf's chest and extracted the lingering soul. He held a deep dark blue ball of light in his hand. Laughing more, he disappeared in a flash of dark purple and red._

_Lucifer stared down at the near-dead baby lying next to the dead elf. He bent down and picked her up. He then stared upon the beautiful face of his Layla Sakura. He then looked at the face of the baby in his arms._

_'You look just like her, little one. You carry her same beauty. You are gorgeous. Is this what life looks like? But your life is dwindling away. Death can be as beautiful as you are, as my cherry blossom was. I was too late to save her, but I can save you, Sakura. Amora Sakura Satan.' Lucifer smiled to himself. 'Yes. That is your name, small one. You are Sakura Satan, my daughter. My Reaper.'_

_Lucifer bent down and kissed the baby on the forehead. Baby Sakura started whining as breath entered her now strengthened body. She opened her eyes, revealing deep golden eyes. She blinked, and they were suddenly deep red. Lucifer smiled. 'I will raise you to be strong-stronger than any other being. Even myself. I want you to survive in this cruel world known as reality. You will grow to be beautiful. You will make death beautiful. My little Reaper.'_

_And so, the Devil cast his daughter into Tartarus to climb to the top and become stronger. And she did. She climbed out at the age of 567 years old and became the Grim Reaper. _

_This is the Legend of Amora Sakura Satan, and her incredible mother Layla Sakura." _

* * *

><p>"I thought the story was different. I thought Alex's father was an Angel?" asked Ninel in confusion.<p>

"That's what the Devil wanted everyone to believe," replied the dark angel as they flew above the clouds.

"So...Alex's true father is the Devil. She's got demon blood?" questioned Bry further.

"Not necessarily," replied Kyoya with a sweatdrop. "Lucifer was once one of the most powerful archangels before he fell."

"So that makes Sakura actually an angel?!" exclaimed Miyako.

"Kinda," said Shadow with a wince. "You see, Sakura is the Grim Reaper. There's a reason why the Grim Reaper is known as the Angel of Death in human biblical mythology."

"That makes more sense..."

"So let's recap," said Ninel, "Sakura's full name is AMORA Sakura Satan. Amora is Japanese origin and it means love, so why dd Lucifer name her _Amora_? Second, Sakura is possibly an Angel with demonic powers. Third, only someone born of Tartarus could have climbed out. So that means she must have been born _in _Tartarus."

"No quite," said Nớtt. "She was in Tartarus since the first hour of her birth. She says she was a little over 300 years old when she climbed out, but its amazing she doesn't know her true age. She has never heard the legend told by someone who was there the whole time."

"How old is Sakura?" questioned Ninel.

Nớtt was silent. "Uh...I think 8,796. It might be more close to 10,000, but I know it isn't that exact number."

Miyako is now paper white anime style. "We're so going to die."

"No we're not. I know every weakness of her, don't forget. Unless she's evolved, I've been watching her since her birth."

"You where there the whole time?" asked Shadow.

_Even Shadow is surprised?_ thought Miyako.

"Well, naturally," she replied with a grin. "I am shadow, my dear. Your powers are based off mine. I am the original. Don't be surprised that I was there the entire time. I was merely interested. And when I am interested, I tend to watch what happens. I watched everything from the comfort and concealment of the shadows. I know the true story. Lucifer fed his daughter lies to keep her loyal to him. But she's power hungry because of the way he brought her up, so even though he tried, its his own fault that that monster has turned on him."

"Will she win?" asked Bry, a sudden hint of fear in her voice.

Nớtt was silent for a long time, as if thinking if she answers she can possibly fix time. "Yes," she finally replied.

The angels were suddenly screaming.

"No way! She can't win against the _Devil_!"

"Of course she can," said Gingka in despair. He has finally decided to speak up after being quiet for so long. "She has the most powerful demons allied with her. Even if Abaddon wins, she will still have a debt to pay. She will give them power."

"Who's...Abaddon?"

"Its another name for the Devil, but its also the other name for Sakura. She sometimes goes to the surface to do acts for the Devil and she was commonly mistaken for him," said Gingka as if it was basic knowledge.

"How much do you really know?" asked Miyako in suspicion.

"In all honesty, more than you know. I've always known the truth. Micheal has told me everything. Sorry I've kept it hidden. He forbade me to tell any of you until one of the Generals or someone with a high rank, such as Nớtt, to tell."

"This is besides the point," said Bry in frustration. "We have to get to the training grounds and trian to take down the Reaper. She killed Alex! We must take her down!"

Nớtt, Kyoya, and Shadow smiled at the small ice nymph.

"So young, but so amazing," said Shadow with a soft voice. She nodded in anticipation. "We must continue! Nớtt, tell Frieda and Alice to meet us at the training grounds. I sent Sierra through the Shadow Dimension, but it has fallen so she could be anywhere. Find her and bring her back to us. Protect them at all costs!"

The dark angel nodded and disappeared in a swirl of shadow.

"We have to hurry. Bad things are about to happen, and we must be ready," said Kyoya.

"Are you ready, young ones?" asked Shadow with a serious look.

The younger angels looked at each other then back, determination scratched across her facial expressions. They nodded.

"Very well," said Kyoya. "Let's go."

* * *

><p><strong>A fairly interesting chapter, huh? Surprised with the sudden revelations? Teehee! I hope so! I tried to make it as realistic as possible. Helpful criticism is great, but don't sound like Count Jerkula T_T Thank you! Please review! I will be updating for the next week and few days! Maybe a few spots in between the end of my Winter Break and Spring Break, but don't be surprised or bummed if I don't. And please start writing, guys! (I'm talking mostly to you, Riga and Demonix) This fandom is really boring without you ;~; PM me for inspiration! XD<br>**

**Thank you for reading!**

**Review, follow, and favorite please!**

**Hope you enjoyed it, Song of Hope! I hope I portrayed Lucifer right /.\" **

**Your OC will be back in the next chapter! And I have a surprise ready just for you *evil Amaimon look***

**By the way, just finished a anime called Blue Exorcist. ITS AMAZICALS! Bruhs, watch it :D I might start a story for it soon, so stay tuned!**

**Alrighty!**

**HERE COMES DA SLAYA!**


	24. Lock 'Em Up Up Up Lock 'Em Up Up Up

**Disclaimer: I do not own Metal Fight Beyblade! Only my own characters and concepts! I also do not own any of the religious content that is actually accurate. **

**We're slowly progressing towards the end of the story, folks, but I have to say, we're not even halfway done! Yep! And that means because I don't want to stuff too many chapters in one story and make it long and boring, I have an announcement at the end. You must read this chapter first, because I'll have some special questions that you'll need to answer to make sure you're following along with everything.**

**"Slayer, why must you do this?" you all must be asking, but I am sorry, I need to gather a certain amount of information in order to see how everyone is keeping up and use that to determine if I need to do a review of thus that has happened so far next chapter. I know how confusing this can all get, especially with me adding in new characters like a crazy person.  
><strong>

**And don't worry. I am :D**

**I promise Hope and Geno will make their return soon! They will make a momentary appearance in this chapter, but next they will play quite an important role. NOW WE SHALL BEGIN! **

**But first, for those who are doing my challenge (view my profile), the color for this month may be confuzzling. I am giving this month away hehe. The color is Rainbow Dash. And I know ponies don't like lollipops, so get over the fact I have a rainbow lollipop in the picture!  
><strong>

**Also, this chapter is dedicated to Song of Hope! Thanks for all your support and useful ideas! I will gladly take inspiration from any author! Song of Hope has given me religious information to keep me as accurately close to the Bible as possible! And she also helped me figure out a few kinks I needed worked out -.-'**

**I would also like to thank my mom, who is also a source of inspiration for my stories. You can thank her for Lucifer's awesome weapon! I want her to know that I love her for allowing me to continue being a member of the fanfiction community. I wouldn't have been gone for just two months like I was April-August, I wouldn't even be here right now. My mom let me continue being a member of fanfiction, and for that, I am very grateful :D**

**Did you guys know that Sin D, the Huntress, is my mom's character? Its pretty cool. I was talking about it the other day with her and she was like: "Oh, no. Is she skinny?"**

**"Yup."**

**"Okay, I love her already."**

**Thank you, mom! I love you!**

**Okay, now we can start the chapter.**

**Ryuga: Can we not?**

**Me: I thought you liked this story!**

**Ryuga: *pouty face* But I barely show up in it at all -3-**

**Me: *sigh* Fine, I'll give you a special deal. You'll get something important in this chapter.**

**Ryuga: YES!**

**Me: But you'll have to die.**

**Ryuga: NEVER MIND! *runs to hide in China from me***

**Me: *facepalms and slowly shakes head***

* * *

><p>The doors to the Devil's throne room swung open on their heavy hinges, a certain Lord of Ravens strolling in, a flock of ravens in his wake. As he lazily walked toward his father, he fed his ravens green crumbs with a red glow. When he kneeled, the Devil stood and walked toward his son to stand directly in front of him.<p>

"What has she done?!" questioned Satan.

"My Lord," says Masaru, head hung low, "meteors are falling upon the castle, and all of Hell and Earth is shaking. This is not the Angels' work."

"I didn't ask you if it was the Angels! I asked you where she is and why she isn't stopping this!"

"Who, my Lord," Masaru said, staring up into his father's own golden eyes.

Lucifer slapped his son square across the cheek. "You are a child no more," he said stiffly. "Don't play dumb with me, or I will have you locked up with that Angel General. Am I understood?"

Masaru nodded, slightly wincing from the bright red mark on his left cheek. Rage filled his deep eyes as he looked back up into his father's. "No Angel caused all of this. Not even Layla Sakura could."

The demon received another strike from Lucifer, this time with a grunt due to his father adding more force than last time. "Never speak that name again," hissed Satan. "Or I will have you locked up and tortured for eternity."

Masaru snarled. His patience was dwindling. _Stick to the plan_, he kept reminding himself. "The cause is treachery."

"Who's treachery?!" roared the Devil. "I do not appreciate you avoiding the question, Masaru Satan!"

Masaru struggled to control himself. "Its Kasumi."

The Devil was surprised. "My own daughter...treachery against ME? That poor weak girl can do nothing against me! She is my youngest, yes, my most fragile, but even though she has awakened her true form she still remains the weakest of my kin. Poor excuse for a daughter. I swear, my son, don't have children with a naiad."

Masaru rolled his eyes at his father's weak attempt at actual parenting. "Yes, Kasumi is doing this, but she is being controlled."

"By who? I will have his head!"

"Its not a he. Its a she."

"WHO!" roared Satan.

Masaru smirked. "Amora Sakura Satan."

* * *

><p><span><strong>16 hours before any of this actually happened...<br>**

Sakura wandered down the dungeon hall to the torture chambers. She stood before the cast iron doors and looked through the barred windows. Contained in one was the high and mighty Hope Song, and in the other, Geno Breaker. Sakura had gotten a good amount of information from having Masaru torture the young angel. However, Hope remains hush hush.

And it annoys Sakura so much she would gladly rip off the angel's wings and individual limbs just out of pure anger.

She has no idea how a creature can stay so loyal to her God, but Hope was the perfect example of a faithful angel. Sakura chuckled, imagining herself dressed as a nun and kneeling on front of Lucifer. She almost burst out laughing at the thought. She refrained herself and opened Hope's cell door.

"Hello, Hope, today is your lucky day!"

Hope snarled at the demon. "How am I so lucky?"

"No torture today! Masaru and the gang and I have some special plans for later, so you can forget about the enormous pain you'll have to go through. In other words, you get a break."

Hope's face seemed to relax about the news. "Well, what are you going to do to me?"

"Clean you and Geno up a bit."

Hope was surprised. "Wait...what?"

Sakura sighed in annoyance. "Don't you have those ears on? I said I'm going to have you and Geno cleaned up a bit. I have some special plans for you and I need you to look tortured but clean."

"Exactly...how will I and Geno be cleaned?"

"I'll have your scars and torture injuries treated for a bit and I'll have Kasumi give you both a bath. In other words, Kasumi is going to be the one cleaning you up, so you don't have to worry about anything. I told her to be gentle when its time."

Hope seemed the slightest relieved. A bath? Treatment? No torture for at least 48 hours? Has Sakura gone mad? "Wait, Reaper, what's the catch?"

"You're a ransom."

Ah, now she sees. "WHAT?!"

"Masaru has taken a liking to one of your new little archangels. So I thought, especially after reading the scrolls, if that Hydra chick-"

"Miyako?"

"Yes, her, if she stays with them, then a certain spell needed to defeat me will happen..."

"Wait...you found out about that?"

"Of course I did!" shrieked Sakura, slapping Hope across the face. "That's your trump card, isn't it? That's why you've been so protective of those little freaks. You knew that seven new archangels would defeat me! So, you protected them to make sure that if the spell was needed, you could cast it! But its taking too long for them all to awaken, isn't it?"

Hope spat at Sakura. "Go die."

"I am death. I'll die when I see myself die. And guess what, Hopey? I haven't seen my death yet. But I sure have seen yours."

Hope looked horrified. "You can't kill an angel! We always come back!"

"There's a certain weapon I'm having my demons look for which gives an angel the experience of death. It takes them longer to regenerate. In the end, all angels will fall."

"Angels can't be forced to fall. It must be done by choice and free will!"

"You know how manipulative I can be. I'll do it all indirectly, like I did for Kiara."

"...You're the reason Kiara fell?"

Sakura nodded her head. "Surprised?" she asked with a smirk. "I'm the one that tempted her."

Hope growled, hate and rage boiling in her eyes. "When I get out of these chains, demon, I'm going to rip you apart and then lock you up in Tartarus!"

"Hello, Queen of Tartarus, can't lock me up in my own kingdom." Hope continued to glare at Sakura. Sakura huffed. "You're no fun. Anywhoozies, back on topic! Who's the next archangel?"

Hope remained silent.

"Hope, I do not enjoy being denied like this. Who's the next archangel?"

"I'm never going to tell you."

Sakura put her palm against Hope head and black fire engulfed the angel. Hope screamed in pain. Sakura took her hand off her. "Who's the next archangel?"

"Go to Hell."

"Already here." Sakura grabbed Hope's neck this time and burned her with the black fire. Hope let loose a blood curdling scream, her eyes dilating in pain. "Now let's try this one more time. Who's the next archangel?"

Hope remained silent.

"Okay. We'll do this the hard way."

"That was the easy way?" asked Hope, her eyes wide.

"Of course! Only the best for you!" Sakura unsheathed one of her twin katanas and slowly pressed the dark blade against the pale flesh of Hope's belly. With a wicked smile, Sakura added pressure and began to cut at Hope's skin. The blade glowed, and black fire shot up the blade and inside Hope.

The pain was like nothing the angel has ever experienced before. It was like Sakura was ripping apart her insides while she was still conscious. It was like claws were tearing apart her brain. It was like Sakura was ripping her flesh right off her bones.

All this pain at one time! Hope soon found herself screaming: "STOP! PLEASE STOP!"

Sakura withdrew the blade and glared at the angel. "Who's the next archangel?"

Tears ran down Hope's cheeks. How could she give in so easily? She looked up at the demon with weak eyes. "F-Frieda Love."

Sakura smiled. "Thank you. Now, because I'm in a really good mood, I will now boast of my plans for the next few days. Well, maybe not days, but most likely weeks. It really depends..."

"Just get on with it!" Hope screamed.

Sakura sighed and closed her eyes. "Tsk, tsk, be patient. We don't want the blade again, now do we?"

Hope's eyes widened and she shook her head vigorously.

Sakura smirked. "That's what I thought! Now, as I was saying, in a few hours, my groupie and I will overthrow the Devil."

"What? You can't overthrow the Devil!"

Sakura snarled. "And why not? I only want what's best for Hell...and myself to be completely honest."

"You fools! How can you think that you can rule over Hell by overthrowing the Devil?! If you believe that he rules over it, then he has been lying to you since the very beginning of Hell's creation! Hell is an eternal, inescapable prison that Lucifer and all of you are sentenced to live in for the rest of eternity! Prisons aren't managed by the people who are kept there! They're managed by the warden, who keeps them in there! Who else would be the warden but God?! If you think anything else, you are even greater fools than the Great Demons that first followed Lucifer into rebellion and out of Heaven!"

Hope was out of breath because of her rant. Sakura continued to snarl. She turned to leave, but not before saying: "Then I guess I'll have to overthrow God as well."

And she walked out the door. As she walked down the hall, she heard Hope screaming.

"You can't overthrow God! He created you! He gave you life! He's more powerful than Lucifer, and you think that YOU can defeat Him? You're doomed! You're all doomed!"

Sakura sighed to herself as she stroked the hilt of one of her swords. "She's an idiot. It wasn't God who gave me the kiss of life. It was Lucifer himself. I wasn't born of God. I was born of Lucifer, the Devil, the Wicked One."

_And I can't change that no matter how much I want to._

* * *

><p><strong><span>Now we're back to the present...<span>**

The Devil paced back and forth, not believing that Sakura, above all demons, above all his spawns, would attempt to overthrow him. He has given her everything! He has given her power, the title First General of the Underworld, and he has allowed her to drink some of his blood to give the power she's always wanted. What has he not given her?

What?

WHAT?!

Out of anger and a burst of bright blue flames, he destroyed the black obsidian throne he was sitting on before. Blue fire surrounded his body, illuminating his figure. His appearance differs slightly from the Legend, his deep red hair having black streaks in it. Large black curled horns adorn the sides of his head, and a scar is under his left eye. His nails are black, long, and pointed. His long robes have streaks of blue and red among the black, and he's even more lean than all those centuries ago.

He glared at his son. "You made her do this, didn't you?"

"Actually, for once, no," said Masaru, before his eyes flashed gold and Lucifer was slammed through the wall and outside. The demon boy stood and sauntered over to the huge hole in the wall. He adjusted the gauntlet on his right hand before thrusting it upwards and sending a huge stream of fire into the air.

The others saw that now is their cue.

Iron came hurtling down, sword raised above her head. She landed on the ground and took a swing at Lucifer, only to find him blocking the sword with his forearm and grabbing her by the hair. He lifted her off the ground.

"You too? Well, Iron Ash, this is a surprise. I never thought another one of the Generals would rise up against me. Where's Melanie?"

"Melanie is keeping the other demons under control while we beat the crud out of you!"

"Where did your potty mouth go?"

Iron looked away. "Kasumi got tired of all of us cursing so she cast a no curse spell on us. Wimpy, right?" And Iron kicked Lucifer in the jaw and beat her enormous wings, raising herself into the air and out of reach of the Devil.

Alabaster came at Lucifer in the form of a hellhound out of nowhere, wrapping his giant jaw around Lucifer's leg. Lucifer burst into blue flames, burning Alabaster and forcing him to let go and cower back. Masaru jumped and landed right beside him.

"You're so useless sometimes."

"Its not my fault! He's the Devil!"

A giant blast of bright red fire came hurtling toward Lucifer, crashing into him and blowing him aside. The fire contracted and shaped into Ryuga. "Babies," he muttered, adjusting his gauntlet.

Lucifer stood up, eyes glowing with a burning passion for destruction. "My most powerful demons are against me?!"

"This one is too!" said Blaze, jumping into the air off the top of the Devil's castle, her hands surrounding themselves in fire. She threw a huge gust of bright orange fire down on Lucifer. However, Satan raised his hands, blue fire spurting from them and engulfing Blaze's own flames. Blaze was almost completely consumed by the flames as well but she surrounded herself in an orb of fire and fell straight through the blue fire. She landed right on top of Lucifer, digging her knees into his back, driving him onto the ground. She quickly jumped off and landed next to Ryuga and Iron.

Lucifer stood up and slipped off his robe, leaving him shirtless with multiple scars across his chest and back, large gauntlets on his wrists, a large belt that looked like a wrestler's, Arabian styled black pants and black combat boots. He summoned a dark whip out of nowhere and brandished it through his pale rough fingers.

Blaze accidentally found herself drooling. "Why didn't Sakura tell us her father is so hot?"

Iron scoffed. "Baka. Get a hold of yourself and stop falling into your vessel's teenage hormones."

Blaze anime cried. "But I can't help it."

All of the demon sighed and facepalmed.

"My daddy's hot? So what?" There was a large blast of darkness, and Sakura appeared out of nowhere, swinging Mortem's blade at her father's neck with a scowl. Lucifer grabbed the blade and with a grunt of effort, flung it over his shoulders. Mortem glowed red and separated into her two katanas. She swung them around herself, landing a few feet behind her father. Two cuts across his back appeared and he frowned in slight pain.

"You think that will do anything to your daddy?" he taunted. "When this ends, I'm going to punish you severely for this betrayal, Amora."

Sakura's eyes narrowed and she snarled. "You can try, you old fart. In the end, you will be the one locked up! You just earned another millennia of torture for using that name!"

Her katanas combined to create Mortem, and she slung her weapon over her shoulder as she entered a stance to fight. The others did the same.

With a battle cry, Sakura leaped forward swinging Mortem in intricate battle styles. Blaze drew her sword and jumped into the air. Masaru hefted his hammer and jumped into battle as well, while Iron and Alabaster were ready to hop into the fight when direly needed, or jump in when another ally needed a moment's rest.

Just in case, Alabaster used a large amount of magical power to shift into a massive hydra.

"Wow!" said Iron, a little amazed. "That's the hottest form you've ever shifted into!"

"Thanks! Hey!" he said, realizing the insult hidden behind her compliment.

Masaru brought his hammer down, Lucifer grabbing it and tossing down, bringing his son down with it. He was about to slam his fist into the demon when the flat end of Blaze's katana blocked him and she kicked him in the face. Sakura then gave him a square punch in the jaw, sending him flying back. With an angry roar, large golden wings erupted from Lucifer's back.

The demons stared on at Lucifer, amazed. Sakura growled.

"That's right," she mumbled. "My daddy's an angel."

"WHAT!" exclaimed the other demons that wasn't Masaru. He just grunted.

"You guys didn't know? Lucifer is the first fallen angel. He then spawned all the demons to do his bidding and tempted other angels to fall with him."

"Does that make you an angel, Masaru?" questioned Iron.

"We don't have time for this," muttered Sakura, eyes intensely narrowed at her father. Her single red eye and other gold eye were hazed over with bloodlust. She hefted Mortem onto her shoulder and her own wings burst from her back. The air churned around Masaru and he was suddenly floating. He held his hand up, which is clad in a purple gauntlet, and a burst of blue lightning shot out at the Devil above them. It hit him square in the chest, but it only pushed him back a bit.

Lucifer smirked and Sakura came straight up for him, scythe at the ready to swing.

"I'm claiming your soul today, father! Your soul is mine!" (A/N: teehee...little Maka from Soul Eater moment there. Teehee...)

With a mighty swing, Sakura heaved her scythe at the Devil, and Masaru shot up and swung his hammer. Blaze prepared to summon a great ordeal of magic to cast the spell they discussed. Sakura's deal has given her more strength, making her ten times the demon she was, and now any spell she uses is deadly to the supreme.

Especially now that she can combine her spell, thanks to an enchantment Kasumi gave her.

"Blue Heart of Flames!"

Her body erupted with blue fire, but not as bright as Lucifer's own. Its just REALLY hot fire (A/N: Like you know how the fire in a campfire is blue at the bottom because its the hottest there). Her hair billowed and lengthened, and she raised her hands. Her flames began to swirl around and get closer to her. She then released it, and six streams of lance-like pillars of blue fire shot toward Lucifer, Sakura, and Masaru. The two siblings shied away for a moment, but Sakura caught the flame with her scythe and swirled it around her. Like a massive sling, Sakura swung the large blue ball of fire, now blazing in different places with black fire, straight toward Lucifer. The spell is now charged with the power of death.

Iron soon followed out of nowhere, ramming herself into the Devil's back and pushing him forward slightly. Using his wings, Lucifer managed to swerve out of the way, using a tactic that would involved Iron to get the blast but not him. To his own surprise, the fire ball followed him. Ugh, he has no choice but to exhaust his magical power and overwhelm the flames with his own. Lucifer was about to summon a spell when he found that he couldn't move. His eyes glanced over to Masaru, who's hand is outstretched, his eyes a deep, rich gold, and a scowl mixed with a frown on his face.

Lucifer snarled. He never thought his son would betray him like this, especially after all that he's given him! He looked at Sakura, who had a look on her face void of emotion as she watched the fire get closer and closer to him. Wait, her hands are both on her scythe, gripping it so hard, she could possibly damage the pole. Of course, she loves her dark magic scythe to much to let anything bad happen to it.

Of course! Her scythe! Her power mostly revolves around her dark scythe!

A wicked smile cracked itself upon the Devil's handsome face. His eyes are dark. His muscles are tensing, obviously a sign he's about to attack. Sakura's eyebrow quivered. What does her father have planned. She glanced over at Alabaster as if saying, _its almost your turn. Disappoint me, and I will most definitely END you._

Alabaster gulped due to the massive amount of pressure he now has to deal with.

Lucifer was surrounded in his own blue flames, and they seemed to crawl down an imaginary string toward Masaru. Ryuga noticed what's about to happen and quickly reacted to it. He jumped up, unsheathed one of his many daggers, and cut the imaginary string right before the flames engulfed the Lord of Ravens. Masaru blinked, still astounded someone has escaped his grasp.

"I blessed you with those powers, my boy. Do not expect me to be taken down by them so easily."

And Lucifer raced into combat, his whip liquifying and turning into a slim sharp blade. He obviously surprised Sakura. In a hurried attempt, she raised Mortem and blocked her father's attack. Her friends rushed to the rescue, but Lucifer's flame lashed out and pushed them back. Sakura snarled as her father increased the pressure on her scythe. Sakura gasped as the pole started to bend inwards toward her, and before anyone saw it coming, Mortem, one of the most deadliest weapons in the world, snapped in half, its dark energy being released into the air. Lucifer's blade came down across Sakura's front, ripping her clothing and sending her straight to the ground.

Her new family looked upon her with horror. Sakura...dead? Beaten?

Wait, no. The demons felt a massive surge of power throughout Hell. The dust around the massive crater where Sakura fell started to churn, and the dark energy released from Mortem streamed into the middle of the dust cyclone. There was an enormous burst of black fire and there was Sakura, in nothing but her battle shorts and a black sleeveless and strapless black wrapping that exposes her midriff. Her eyes are not just red and gold anymore, but now both are gold and sharp. Her wings are now tattered-looking, but still large, larger now, and even more demonic, complete with long spiked talons on the joints.

Her nails are longer now, and more claw-like. Her skin is now so white she looks dead, and deep black bags are under her eyes. Black surrounded her eyes as if she put on Gothic black makeup, and her lips are stained completely black. There was something rabid in her eyes, as if she's a caged animal with rabies. She growled, exposing a set of sharp teeth. Every tooth is sharp, but now, the canines are even sharper. Two curled black horns sprout from the sides of her head.

Lucifer stared at her. How...?!

He started thinking for an explanation. He then got it. Now that he's thought this through carefully, maybe breaking Mortem wasn't such a good idea. It seems the dark energy from the scythe had gone to hide itself among the closest thing to its once vessel, Sakura. Sakura had been that stupid thing's closest friend since its creation, exactly 10,000 years ago, before Sakura was born. All the evil energy its claimed over 10,000 years has gone into Sakura and has done only God knows what to her.

The Reaper snarled and pumped her wings, carrying high into the air behind Lucifer. He turned around, only for his face to personally meet Sakura's fist. He shot towards the ground and Sakura held her hands out, her iris shapes morphing and disfiguring. With a scream of rage, she bellowed:

"THOUSAND CREATURE STRIKE!"

The ground shook, and hundreds of skeletons emerged from the ground and began to try and grab hold of Lucifer. He beet each away until he flashed with blue flames and annihilated the skeletons around him. However, this caused him to become blind about what was happening around him, and suddenly, Sakura was in front of him, ramming her elbow into his abdomen. He coughed up blood and flew back.

He surrounded himself in blue fire and Sakura surrounded herself with black fire dotted with grey and white. She jumped into the air and Lucifer followed, mounting his sword and changing it into a large broadsword. He swung it at Sakura, who blocked it with her left forearm, blood dripping down and trickling off her elbow, and gave him a hard punch in the face. He moved back, but she was quick to follow up with a knee kick in his stomach.

More blood dripped down his chin as Sakura held both hands together and slammed them down onto the Devil, sending him sailing to kiss the pavement. He wings extended out and he steadied himself. He whipped the blood off his chin and grinned at Sakura, who's eyes were wide and small.

"That's my girl! You've still got it! You surprised me there. At first you weren't a challenge at all. But now, you are stronger than ever! Haha, I've made the perfect demon!"

Sakura growled, the tattoos on her upper stomach that look like cracks began to extend and reach downward. Then, the cracks appeared on her exposed upper thigh and reached down to the middle. The crack lines appeared under her left eye and extended down over the skeletal marks on her cheeks. Her eyes glazed over and became darker.

"I'm not the girl nor demon I was before. I am much more than that now. You broke Mortem, my one true friend in this entire world. You hurt and broke that weapon. But I also must thank you. Thanks to you, father, we have fully become one. Mortem and I are now one demon. You, father...no, you're not even my father anymore. You are nothing to me now. So don't try and act all fatherly now that I have become more powerful."

Lucifer scowled back. "You still lack confidence in your new powers. You still fear me. You have called upon your brethren, or what you call to be your true family, for help since you still scare so easily. Admit it, Amora...you're still afraid of me."

Sakura's eyes widened as she stared at the Devil, and her friends gasped. Sakura growled with rage. "Yes, I brought them with because I want them to share in the defeat of the Wicked One! They too have been boiling with rage at you for centuries! I did not bring them with because I am afraid," she raised her right hand, "I brought them with because I want to give them a new chance!"

"And what of the other demons? Such as Kiara? Or Akira? Or Arkana? Or Diamante?"

"I have them all doing what needs to be done. Besides, they are also your loyal followers. I need them out of the way."

Lucifer smirked. "You sure are a crafty one. You're too smart for your own good, Sakura. Impressive."

"Indeed." She moved her right hand down and signaled Alabaster. He reared back all five of his heads and inhaled deeply. He slung them forward, and then started breathing large gusts of fire at the Devil. Lucifer was somewhat surprised, and a certain hydra in human form looked upon Alabaster with large eyes below them.

"I think I'm in love," said Hydra dreamily.

Blaze brought forth a massive spiral of fire, Ryuga grew in size and blasted fire, Iron breathed a swirling tornado of chopped metal bits, Masaru held both hands before him and lightning and fire started spewing out. Finally, Sakura dove right into the fiery catastrophe and grabbed Lucifer by the neck. She stuck two fingers into his mouth and black fire spurted into his body.

He had never felt the touch of the Reaper's flames. She has never really had them until recently. Well, she's always had them, she just has never knew until he told her about it. She obviously has come accustomed to using her new natural powers, making her more deadly than she already was. But the flames of death, which can't quite kill him but could still inflict pain, felt different than any flame he has ever felt. The other demons' fire stopped, and Sakura pushed Lucifer into the ground, creating a crater around the as she sat atop his abdomen, continuing to torture him with the flames of death.

Suddenly, her eyes became more intense, and blue fire surrounded her as well.

Now this is a surprise. He thought that because of her own power, she hadn't gotten a part of his. This is a surprise indeed. Her blue fire and black fire combined shot into his mouth with new found gusto, and Sakura was cackling wildly from above him as she started to scream. He's immortal, but it hurt so much! There must be a way out of this situation. He burst into his own flames, and Sakura's expression expressed a scowl with frustration combined with boredom and disappointment. He grabbed her by her neck this time and hoisted her up. He threw her into the wall of his castle and leisurely strolled over to her, picking up his weapon which transformed into an Arabic sword.

She looked up from where she say. "Masaru!" she called.

Lucifer was suddenly picked up and slammed into the ground with so much force it knocked the wind out of him. He was pushed into the ground and Sakura limped forward. She drew a circle around Lucifer with intricate detail. He realized what it was. It was a magic circle with markings so ancient, he could barely understand what any of them meant.

"I learned this spell from the scrolls," she mumbled, obviously in a little pain as she walked on her bad ankle. She looked over to her older brother. "A little more force, Saru? He might escape again."

Her tone was surprisingly monotone and calm, almost as if she was tired and bored. Lucifer grunted as the force of gravity on him increased. He was lifting himself up off the ground until Sakura walked over.

"What's this? We really need to stop this, daddy. You could die. Or get very close to death. I should really stop you." Sakura bent down, and with a blank expression, she grabbed a hold of Lucifer's golden wings and snapped each bone in them in half in both. Lucifer screamed and Sakura lightly smirked before her face became expressionless again. Though, in her eyes, there was an excitement and rabidness.

She finished drawing the magic circle and used her long black nails to cut open her left forearm. She sprayed some of her black blood over the circle and began to chant in the language of the elves (which turns out to be Latin, if you ever want to translate what anybody has ever chanted).

"Domine, qui foeda auferes damnatorum et in umbra mortis oblivio Leviathan cohibere eum in aeternum, metum et qui laqueum animum surripuit. Et fingit se videre auferes regredi ad ritum completum, et sanguine fluens per mortem fuerit circulus. Domine, in æternum, et claude reor donec liberaretur!"

The words, which held so much power and emotion, burned the Devil. Sakura's black blood set ablaze in golden fire and spread across the magic circle's lines. Lucifer's eyes widened. She means to lock him up in an inescapable pit!

She means to lock him up in Tartarus!

She smirked as she stepped forward to be directly in front of her father's face. "Goodbye, daddy. I hope I will never have to see you again."

She cackled evilly as she chanted the last part of her monologue: "Nunc, ad quos eieci te ad Tartara!"

The ground in the magic circle started to fall inwards, and then it revealed a large black gaping hole. Lucifer fell in, his wings unable to work, and Masaru forcing him down as well. He screamed in outrage and anger toward his daughter, now the King of Hell. She smiled as she watched her father fall down into infinite darkness.

The hole closed up and she partially collapsed. Masaru knelt down next to her and wrapped a thick arm around her shoulders. She smiled. "Finally, after all this time! It is done. Thank you, everybody, for helping me with this."

Alabaster transformed back into his human form, whipping the sweat off his brow. "It was nothing. Besides, that's what family's for, right? We help each other."

Sakura smiled. Yes. She was right. This is her true family. These fellow demons are her real family. And she's not going to give them up easily.

She stood back up. "Come. We have preparations to undergo."

Everyone stares at her blankly. "What preparations?" asked Iron.

"Let's go to the war room and have a discussion about angels in our dungeon, and our tactics to claim the surface. Also...we need to look over the scrolls and the Bible..."

"Why?" asked Alabaster stupidly. Blaze knocked him upside the head.

"Idiot. She needs some information about Heaven she can only get from the Bible and the scrolls. What is it you need, Kura?"

"I need to see if we can invade Heaven. I'm just double-checking on our 'warden.'"

"Alright. Lead the way," said Ryuga with a smirk. "We will follow."

* * *

><p><strong>OH, MY GOD THAT TOOK FOREVER TO WRITE! DX So sorry it took this long, guys! School is back, so this might be the last update for a while. Well, all the better to keep you suspenseful!<br>**

**Now, for my announcement. There are four to six or seven chapters left. But that's just a prediction. I have decided to split the story into two books. Once I'm finished with the training camp and Sakura taking over the world, that will be the end of this part. I will also add an "info-mercial" as the last chapter. Well, there will be a last chapter with all the stuff you care about, but I'm adding another one to tell you guys about something you'll enjoy. So please, keep you pants on! **

**As I was saying, the next part of the story will be called Angels and Demons: Rise in Revolution.**

**Its gonna be very awesome.**

**Now, for the trivia questions to make sure you're all following along. I need to see if I need to do a recap chapter. There are only ten questions so don't get your undies in a bunch. Okay! Let the Test of Doomness start! And no multiple choice :)**

**1)Who were he original Generals of Heaven?  
><strong>

**2)What spell did Miyako use to injure Kasumi?  
><strong>

**3)How old did they think Sakura was at first?  
><strong>

**4)Name everyone who died in Chapter 6.  
><strong>

**5)How long has it been since Sakura killed a dragon before she killed Bry?  
><strong>

**6)What is Hope's other name?  
><strong>

**7)How did Geno get captured?  
><strong>

**8)Who won the Sergeants of the Underworld tournament?  
><strong>

**9)****What date did Miyako, Ninel, and Freida travel back to and why?**

**10)What is Sakura's full name and how did Layla Sakura, her mother, die?  
><strong>

**Awesome. We have that out of the way!**

**Now, questions for this chapter. There are only two:**

**1)Who helped Sakura take down Lucifer?**

**2)Who is now crushing on Alabaster?**

**Hope you enjoyed this chapter! _I WON'T UPDATE UNLESS EVERYONE WHO REVIEWS ANSWERS THE QUESTIONS!_ So please, answer them :) Thank you! Have a great day or night!**

**Also, I've JUST started Attack on Titan. Especially now that its taken over the anime district...OKAY!**

**HERE COMES DA SLAYA!**


	25. Let's Recap Shall We?

**Disclaimer: Is anyone else surprised that I've kept up with a story for so long? I guess the only reason why is because I truly love writing this one :D You guys have been so supportive! Thank you! And turns out, I do need to do a recap chapter. I've updated twice for you guys :)**

**Anywhoozies, I do not own Metal Fight Beyblade!**

**AND OMIGAWD GUYS! MY ALERTS BOX IS ABSOLUTELY UPDATELESS! HERE I AM SITTING AND WAITING FOR A STORY I'M FOLLOWING TO UPDATE AND NOTHING HAS BEEN UPDATED SINCE DECEMBER 15TH! IT FEELS LIKE I'M THE ONLY ONE UPDATING ANYMOOOOOOOOOOORRRRRRRRRRREEEEEEEEEEE!**

**I am not yelling, I am complaining rather loudly.**

**And I am also sobbing *sob sob* Just kidding :D But seriously guys, why are you so out of it? :( PM me if you need the inspiration to start writing again :)**

**So let's get this recap chapter done!**

**Also, I've been listening to Creed the entire time writing this XD I love having them back on my Mp3 Player!**

* * *

><p>Now, to recap the questions last chapter. You can think of this as a review guide. You know, you have the chance to fill out the review and then the next day or week you go over the answers? Think of this as that, as well as a few extras. It also makes me a little sad that you guys forgot everything. But whatever. I don't remember everything about Harry Potter lol Alright, to the review!<p>

**1)Who were he original Generals of Heaven?**

The original Generals of Heaven were Hope, Dunamis, Kyoya, and Alex. Gingka was a great guess, and I can see your reasoning, but sorry. No.

**2)What spell did Miyako use to injure Kasumi?**

Poison Vapor. Fang, I can't believe you forgot your own character did this! Haha but I probably would have too *sweatdrop* Miyako used this move shortly after Frieda made her debut. After, they then reported to the Generals of Heaven and after, in Hell, Sakura swore vengeance against Miyako for having hurt her little sister.

**3)How old did they think Sakura was at first?**

3,436. The angels learned this after the debut of Gingka and Geno, which happened shortly after Ninel's debut.

**4)Name everyone who died in Chapter 6.'**

HAHA! The only person who died in Chapter 6 was Bry! Kiara died in Chapter 7.

**5)How long has it been since Sakura killed a dragon before she killed Bry?  
><strong>

1,275. In addition, she was the one who whipped them all out in the first place.

**6)What is Hope's other name?  
><strong>

Tragoúdi Elpídas

**7)How did Geno get captured?  
><strong>

Iron and Nightmare, the Hydra, went to an ancient temple to recover a special set of scrolls that have numbers and numbers of prophecies. Sierra, Geno, and Gingka went to recover the scrolls before they did, but while fleeing, Nightmare and Iron captured Geno, who was in possession of the scrolls, and brought her back to Hell.

**8)Who won the Sergeants of the Underworld tournament?  
><strong>

Blaze and Arkana. In addition, Blaze also made a deal with Sakura that gave her a somewhat immortal life in battle. However, Sakura could also end her life at any given time.

**9)****What date did Miyako, Ninel, and Freida travel back to and why?**

887 AD. In addition, this is when Kasumi and Ninel awakened their true forms. Our favorite dark archangel also made her appearance, and Sakura and Alabaster then plotted to kidnap Hope Song. Soon after, he did just that, and Masaru, The Huntress, Shadow, and Estrella later made their appearances as well.

**10)What is Sakura's full name and how did Layla Sakura, her mother, die?**

Sakura's full name is Amora Sakura Satan. Her mother died giving birth to Alex and Sakura, having died because of the massive strain on her body after giving birth to Sakura, who was born with a weak body and was slowly dying until Lucifer 'saved' her.

And that is the recap chapter! I hope that this has helped you all out a bit. Maybe before we reach the finale of The Great War, you should just skim the earlier chapters. I'm talking mostly to you, Fang. Haha, just kidding! And without further ado, I shall carry on to typing the next chapter. In all honesty, as of the moment (January, 18, 2015. Let's just say its almost the 19th where I am), I only have one word: **Disclaimer:**. Pretty sad right? -.-' Alright, have a great day or night XD


	26. The Plot is Unravelling! Plus, an AN

**Disclaimer: HAHAHAHAHAHA! YOU GUYS HAVE NO IDEA HOW HARD I'M LAUGHING AT YOUR REVIEWS! HAHAHAHA! Omigawd you guys *wipes away tear* You are the best ~O~' Teehee...  
><strong>

**I *laugh* don't own *laugh* Metal Fight Beyblade HAHAHAHA!**

**Okay, let's stop rolling on the floor, Slayer. Hehe...but seriously, you guys, you're hilarious. I love you all!**

**Ooh-tay! Let's get this done! We're slowly getting there *sighs* Chapter 26...who knew I'd get this far? I honestly think its cuz of you guys. Again, LOVIN' YOU ALL! **

* * *

><p>Sakura's eyebrow quivered as she read the Bible. Of course, she had another demon holding it up for her...while he's screaming in pain. The book is such a holy thing, if a demon touches it, it burns them. Especially now since she's the most unholiest thing in Hell she will most definitely die.<p>

"Turn the page," she said in a monotone voice.

The lower demon winced as he touched the thin page and flipped it over, anime tears streaming from his eyes. Sakura's quirked eyebrow quirked even more. She growled.

"Ugh! I don't understand this! Steve, we're going to the dungeon."

"But I don't wanna!" whined the lesser demon. Sakura growled again and snapped, turning the demon into a zombie monkey.

"Now, monkey-see, let's go."

The zombie monkey, who she now has named Bobo the Zombie Monkey (OMIGAWD I'M CRYING WITH MEMORIES! BOBO THE ZOMBIE MONKEY IS IN MY TRUTH OR DARE FANFIC! THE SECOND FANFIC I'VE EVER WRITTEN! OMIGAWD!), and wandered down to the dungeons. She went a little deeper than normal, approaching an iron cast door and opening it, revealing Melanie and Kasumi cleaning Hope and Geno.

Melanie grumbled to herself as she scrubbed the dirt off of Geno's scaly skin. "There's so much crud caught under this crud!"

"Excuse me?" asked Geno, her intense gaze on the vampire demon trying to burn into her soul. Melanie only growled again as she scrubbed.

Kasumi hummed happily as she adeptly maneuvered the water with her magic, weaving it between Hope's beautiful feathers. The archangel had special handcuffs on, as did the other angel, suppressing her powers greatly. She had a frown on as she modestly kept a towel tightly wrapped around herself. However, Geno was just enjoying the scrub and was completely free of clothing, laying down on her stomach as Melanie harshly scrubbed the dirt off her back, millions of studs stuck in the vampire's own hair and getting in her mouth, causing her to constantly spit out and scrub her tongue and cough.

Sakura wandered over to stand in front of Hope. The archangel glared up at her.

"And what does _her majesty _want with me?"

Sakura blushed as she held the Bible in front of the angel. "I need help," she grumbled.

Hope looked up at the demon as if she was a pile of boogers. "Excuse me?" asked the two angels at the same time.

"I need help," repeated Sakura.

Hope smirked in amusement. "Well then. What's the magic word?"

Sakura glared at the angel. "Don't beg for the blade."

"But you don't have the blade."

"I don't need the blade. Mortem and I are one now."

Hope slightly paled. "Oh...okay then. What do you need with the Bible?"

"I need you to explain this one part." Sakura pointed to a paragraph. Hope read it over. She looked up to the demon.

"It means that Heaven is so holy that demons can't enter. Not even Lucifer can because he was cast out. He was made unholy. So, demons can't enter Heaven. This means you can't take down God like you wanted." Hope smiled to herself. She leaned back, adjusting her towel, and folded her arms behind her head. Kasumi scrubbed her knees and feet.

"Holy mamas, you're filthy!" grumbled the naiad.

"Blame your sister," said Hope.

"Actually my brother."

"You made him do it."

"You have a point...Melanie?"

"Yes, boss?" said the vampire.

"I need you and Nightmare to look for that aspiring archangel Frieda Love. She's on a mission with another angel."

"Yes, boss!" said Melanie. She stood to get up but Sakura stopped her.

"First, you need to finish the angel. Don't forget to extra condition her hair. Kasumi?"

"Yeah?"

"I need you, Akira, Kiara, and Diamante to look for the group heading to the archangel training camp. I've heard rumors they're either heading to Alaska or the Himalayas."

* * *

><p>"I hate Alaska!" screamed Miyako as she shivered from the intense cold.<p>

**In Alaska...**

"That underlined bold thing was completely redundant!" Miyako continued to rant.

Ninel sighed and rubbed her temples. "Will you shut up?"

"Excuse me! I'm not used to the cold!"

Gingka's eyebrow quirked. "I'm stuck with whiny babies."

"Says the whiny baby!" screamed both new archangels at the same time.

Shadow was ready to throw them both off a cliff where a bunch of pointy rocks were. She sooooo wants to impale them both right now.

"If none of you shut up..." she turned to glare at them. They all silenced. "Thank you," she grumbled.

Kyoya stretched, putting his hands behind his head. He chuckled to himself. If they can't get along now, the next three months are going to be extremely rough for them. He looked over his shoulder at the silently glaring archangels. He looked back into the howling wind. He misses Hope. Anyone could see it. Its been very difficult for him to go to sleep now, knowing that Sakura could be doing horrid things to her in Hell. Especially now that she's in control.

Yes. Now they know. Nớtt had told them earlier. Though the wicked witch was definitely planning something. She couldn't figure out what, but he knew that it was nothing good. Its never good or happy or rainbows and fluffy unicorns with her.

"I'M GOING TO RIP YOU APART!"

His eyebrow twitched as he looked over to see Miyako has put Ninel in a headlock and Bry and Gingka were both trying to pull her off, as well as Shadow shaking her head in disapproval with her hand on her face. She looked at Kyoya and kept moving forward.

"Don't look them in the eye, Kyoya. Stupidity is contagious."

And she moved on ahead. Bry's wings snapped open and she beet them hard, lifting herself and the enraged Miyako into the air. "Calm down, Miya! We're almost there!" Miyako huffed and crossed her arms stubbornly across her chest and turning her head away. Bry sighed. "You're so immature."

She set the iron angel down and landed beside her. Bry skipped up ahead to walk next to Kyoya, who was using his gorgeous wings to keep himself warm. He pulled the, closer, slightly shivering.

"Hey. Cold?" she said to him. He sheepishly nodded.

"You're a dragon. You're already warm enough as it is."

Bry rubbed the back of her head, feeling an enormous sense of pride. Yeah, Sakura killed her, which really did feel strange, but at least now she's alive and kicking to kick Sakura square in the booty. Bry almost burst up laughing at the thought of Sakura's face turning red from pain.

Bry focused hard, and soon enough, her whole body lit up an orange and yellow color. She soon found everyone except Shadow huddling close to her for warmth.

Bry did not appreciate being used like a human, or dragon-angel thingy, heating pad.

Gingka clung to her arm and yelling over the howling wind, "Shadow, when are we gonna get there?"

"This would have been faster in the Shadow Dimension," mumbled Miyako in a broody manner. Bry rolled her eyes. "And warmer," the iron angel added.

"Give it up already," chided Ninel. Miyako turned her head away and pursed her lips stubbornly.

Shadow paused. She took a whiff of air and turned around. Her eyes flashed purple, and a pack of three demons simultaneously combusted. She carried on. "We're almost there."

Everyone looked at the demon guts lining the side of the mountain they were climbing up. They looked back over to Shadow. She must really be in a bad mood. Miyako pushed Bry, causing everyone clinging to her, and her herself, to jolt forward. They hustled along, trailing behind Shadow as if puppies.

Ninel doesn't understand. Everyone but her and Shadow are unaffected by the cold. Is Shadow cold but is using mind-over-matter to not be cold? She thought of the concept. She most likely is using mind-over-matter, meaning she is cold, but she's using her mind power to command her body to not be cold. Or her soul is so cold she's just unaffected.

Ninel concluded on the second option.

As they climbed higher up the mountain, it got colder. Now even Ninel is freezing, and Shadow is still acting like its the Sahara Dessert. Yep, the cold soul option is probably what's going on here. Or Shadow is just so awesome and powerful she's just not affected anywhoozies.

Definitely not that last part. Powerful, yes, but awesome? Depends.

Shadow stopped in the middle of the path. Everyone almost crashed into her, and to avoid the whole accident, they had to skid to a stop. They probably would have ended up like those demons her moods so foul.

"We're here," she said rather coolly. Kyoya broke away from the pack surrounding Bry and stepped forward.

"We need two more archangels to open the barrier, remember?"

"Lucky us we have two other ones." She turned to Miyako and Ninel and gestured for them to come over. Everyone was reluctant to let go of Bry as she and Miyako stepped forward.

"Do what we do," says Kyoya as he places his hand flat against an invisible force. Shadow did the same. Miyako and Ninel followed, feeling the odd sensation of something there that can't quite be seen. Its not like a brick wall. It was more like gooey rubber that was impregnable.

"Concentrate and imagine a pathway opening," says Shadow, her single eye glowing a faint lavender.

Miyako and Ninel looked at each other, doubt and worry obvious upon their faces. They took deep breaths, and imagined a great bridge with high oaken doors. They imagined the doors opening, and soon enough, Miyako's eyes are glowing a grayish silver and Ninel's an icy blue. Kyoya's glowed green, and the barrier stretched and opened, revealing a dirt path trailing down a grassy field dotted with many trees and tall bushes with flowers.

"Welcome to the Summer's Archangel Training Camp," said Shadow proudly. The angels rushed inside, breathing sighs of relief when they entered the warm place.

"Oh, what a relief it is to be out of that cold!" exclaimed Bry, rubbing her wing joints. "My wings muscles have never been so knotted!" She stretched her wings and massaged her aching muscles.

Miyako stared around her. "How does this place exist?"

"Once upon a time," started Shadow, "there were three archangels: Summer, Gabriel, and Sol. They were some of the most powerful at the time. In fact, Hope knows Gabriel fairly well. But a long time ago, new archangels were popping up out of nowhere, and older archangels were losing their touch. So, the three of them created a safe haven upon one of the coldest places on Earth. Alaska is so cold, demons can barely come up here. Even Ninel, an ice nymph, got cold. They created this place, warded against all evil, a safe place for those who are in danger. Even humans managed to find this place once of twice. They named it the Garden of Amahara. As you can see, Summer loved flowers and plants. Every plant imaginable is here."

"Really?!" said Gingka.

Shadow nods, smiling. "Summer is long gone; she's been retired for some time. However, God keeps this place luscious and full of life. It hasn't been used much due to lack of awakening angels. However, we have gotten a few good bursts out of you guys." She turns to face them, hands on hips. "For the next three weeks, you all will train harder than you've ever trained before! You will wake up at 5:00 AM every morning, dress in your normal training attire, and meet in the courtyard. Boys in the left cabins, girls in the right cabins. Breakfast will be at 5:30 to 5:45. If you miss breakfast, boohoo. You don't get any. Now go to bed! We'll discuss the rest in the morning!"

* * *

><p>Its been a week at the training camp, and Miyako is beet. Shadow is a monster. She swears it! She collapsed onto her sweet bed (which is much more comfortable than she thought it would be) and thought about the previous week. Its actually been bliss without demons on her tail constantly and the constant missions.<p>

Yeah, all this work stinks, but soon it will be worth it!

The angels have been bulking up on physical and mental strength for the last week. Their first task on their first day was to run fourteen 5k laps around the courtyard, which is abnormally large for a courtyard, fifty push-ups, thirty-seven sit-ups, sixty pull-ups, twenty chin-ups, swimming thirty mile-long laps through the lake, and at the end of the day, they worked on a training course they had to run through.

It was all unbelievable. So much on the first day! Sure, Miyako loves training, but not this much!

The second day wasn't easier. The numbers doubled, and they would every day. How unrealistic, huh? But by now, she's surprisingly used to all this doubling. Ninel and Bry got used to it pretty quickly.

For the mental training, it was mostly exercises that trained you to keep you emotions in check.

And Shadow definitely knows how to get them out of check.

It seems this angel has a spell called Midnight Torture's Dream. None of the angels like it.

At all.

This spell actually allows Shadow to no joke get inside your head. For the mental training, everyday, Shadow would enter their minds and use the spell to conjure real-life images and feelings and torture you with them. Everyday they got worse and worse. She would only stop if you beet her game or if you're ready to collapse. Out of seven days, Miyako won only once, ran out of time twice, and the rest she collapsed from.

She can totally control her emotions!

Heh heh heh...no.

Ninel managed to beet Shadow twice, ran out of time once, and collapse the rest. Bry somehow won three times and collapsed the rest.

The dragon can control her emotions better than she can! Then again, she probably breathed fire on everything...

Her first challenge was to aid Sierra and Gingka on freeing Hope. Let's just put her results this way: she completely hates Sakura, everyone died, and she got smashed by a boulder. A boulder. Where do these things come from if you're in Hell?

Ninel said her first was watching Sakura kill Alex on instant replay, and then watch as Kasumi slit every ice nymph's throat while she was trapped in black ice.

Bry didn't even want to _think_ about hers. She asked Bry about it and the dragon hybrid burst into tears and screamed. She collapsed the roof on them because she accidentally let loose some fire.

Gingka's was apparently about hot dogs and chickens taking over the world...

Enough to be said.

Ninel tossed and turned in bed. She looked over to Miyako. "Hey, Miya...? You awake?"

"No I'm totally asleep," said the iron angel, sitting up and rubbing one eye languidly. They looked over to Bry, who was snoring like a troll. They turned their attention back on each other.

"Tomorrow we're going to learn magic," said Ninel, her eyes lighting up and a smile cracking across her lips. "I can't wait!"

"Yeah," said Miyako wistfully. "We're going to learn our new powers. I overheard Kyoya and Shadow talking. I think they're going to have Nớtt teach us about our new powers."

"Really?!" exclaimed the ice nymph. After the darker angel's show back in Norway, Ninel has been wanting Nớtt to teach her everything about an archangel's power forever now. The incredible powerful angel can do anything with her power over the darkness. Ninel can imagine how powerful she must have been when the Universe had no light. She must have been able to topple a mountain without even having to blink!

She can probably still topple a mountain without blinking now.

Miyako smirked at her friend. "Don't get your hopes up, Ninel. It may not happen."

Miyako is hoping that she's not coming. Her deal with the dark angel still stands. Sakura knows about it and even Shadow knows about it.

_'You can't tell the others about it,'_ she had said. _'Everything will topple. They will prevent you from fulfilling it and Nớtt will have no choice but to kill you for not holding your end.'  
><em>

She shivered. Her friends _would_ try and stop her. And the dark angel would probably try and kill her. Correction. She would kill her anyway no matter how much she fought back.

"I'm still hoping," replied Ninel, jolting Miyako out of her thoughts. "Let's get to bed, Miya. We have a busy day tomorrow."

The two angels settled into bed and snoozed the night away...for five hours. Shadow barged in banging a spoon against a skillet.

"Come on, ladies! Time to get up!" And then she left.

"I hate her," mumbled Miyako, sitting up with a head of hair that's so messy you would think birds lived in it. You could probably call it a deformed Afro.

"Bruh...same," mumbled Bry, whose eye circles were so deep they were as black as Tartarus. Ninel didn't look any better. The usual shine to her eyes were replaced with a dark haze. She has the face of murder on that could probably make Kasumi shiver in fear. When they walked outside, fitted in full training gear, they wandered over to the pavilion where lunch tables were set up, a haughty breakfast lying in wait for them. Ninel's mouth watered.

"She's probably gonna make us do eight hundred push-ups just to touch the waffles," said Bry, a dreamy look upon her face as she stared gluttonously at the steaming stack of butter cream and blueberry waffles doused in syrup (A/N: Am I making y'all hungry?).

The boys walked over, the same food-lusty faces on.

"Real food that isn't mutton!" cried Gingka in pure joy. Kyoya rolled his eyes and facepalmed.

"Guess what, chumps?" said Shadow, entering the scene with much flair and calling the angels her new pet name for them. They all looked at her like _Please! No more_ _push-ups!  
><em>

"We have to pay for the meal?" asked Gingka in his high squeaky voice.

Shadow facepalms. "To practice magic, or do magic in general, you have to be at full energy."

"Well you didn't let us sleep very long do..." started Bry.

Shadow growls. "Its not my fault you went to bed late."

"Actually, you did. Remember you sent us to fetch water from the top of the mountain?" says Ninel as if it was obvious.

"As I was saying," Shadow says, gritting her teeth in annoyance, "you need full stomachs if you want to concentrate. That's why you're actually going to be eating over the next two weeks."

"Yay!"

"Furthermore, Nớtt will be staying here to teach you your magic."

"Aww..." muttered Miyako. Ninel gave her a disapproving face and elbowed her in the side.

"However," continued the Dark Angel, "she's retrieving Freida, Alice, and Sierra. Yes, we sent Sierra earlier, but they should be back by now."

Miyako breathed a silent sigh of relief. Okay, so she has a butt load of time.

* * *

><p>"Come on, Alice! We don't have a butt load of time!"<p>

**On Their Recon Mission in San Antonio, Texas...**

"Slayer keeps using redundant bold underlined words!" screamed Alice, narrowly avoiding a blast of powerful magic. Sierra followed closely behind, occasionally sending a blast of hot water at their attackers.

"Ooh! There's a water angel too?" laughed Melanie. "Kasumi would enjoy playing with you. Nightmare!"

The hydra humanoid jumped over Melanie with two giant twin swords. She swung them at Sierra, who moved to the side and punched Nightmare really hard in the face. Nightmare fell back with a grunt and clutched her bloody nose.

'_How will Alabaster-sama love me knowing I went down because an angel punched me in the face?!_'

Nightmare growled. "I will not be beaten!"

She leaped forward and swung one sword at Sierra's face. Sierra bent far backwards and jumped, narrowly avoiding Nightmare's other blade. Frieda appeared out of nowhere and did a roundabout kick to Nightmare's stomach, grabbed Sierra's hand, and was soon chasing after a terrified Alice.

This is Alice's first recon mission and already has everything gone down the drain. Melanie was suddenly in front of the angels, her evil sword glinting darkly in the night's moonlight. She swung her sword, it turning into a long chain sword. Frieda grunted when she dodged it.

"Its longer than last time," she mumbled.

"Excuse me?" said Alice.

"Her sword," said Frieda grimly. "She's become more powerful."

"At last I have mastered the Vampire Skill of invisibility," bragged Melanie. Her twisted grim suggested that she was pleased with herself and ready to rip the angels into itty-bitty pieces. With her words, she suddenly disappeared.

Frieda lurched back, feeling an invisible force pound into her stomach. Alice went flying backwards and Sierra was pushed into the ground due to the force of an invisible slap. Melanie appeared, her grey hair flowing in the wind and her emotionless grey eyes glinting with bloodlust. Her fangs grew longer as she licked her lips.

"I'm feasting on angel tonight. Nightmare, care to join me?"

Nightmare grasped the hair on Sierra's head and lifted her up, the angel screaming in agony. "Can I have this one?" she asked with large gold eyes. Melanie smiled and nodded. "Yippee!"

The hydra-humanoid's skin began to bubble and black smoke started to curl from her skin. Her two high ponytails on the sides of her head smoked, and the long braided strands in front of her ears smoked. Smoke curled from her eyes and corners of her mouth and she grew in size. Next thing anybody knew, Nightmare was a huge hydra with Sierra struggling in her massive claws.

Melanie placed a foot on Frieda's neck and picked up Alice by her hair. The water fairy hybrid looked at the demon with tears in her eyes. "Why?" she asked in a whisper.

"Because I'm starving! Do you know how long its been since I've had angel blood?! Human blood is a good substitute, but you can never beat angel blood." Melanie opened her mouth wide, showing off her pointy fangs. "And the younger ones are the tastiest."

"No!" cried Frieda, extending her hand in a poor attempt to help her friend. Melanie's pressure on her throat increased, and Frieda began to choke and wheeze.

"As I was about to do," said Melanie, a sick playful tone to her voice. She opened her mouth wide, tilted Alice's head to the side, and was about to clamp down on her when a blast of darkness sent her flailing away. She impacted with a tree and she looked up to glare at her opponent. Even Nightmare stopped preparing to eat Sierra to take a look.

There sat Nớtt on a tree branch, her dark robes billowing in the slight breeze, her hair blending in with the starry night sky. Her eyes reflected the moon as she stared down at the group with a smirk.

"Well, well," she purred, playing with one of the long strands of dark blue hair that falls in front of her elfin ears, "I thought you three would at least come close to winning. It seems like the newbie vampire has out-done you."

"They have not out-done us!" yelled Frieda through a cough and a wheeze.

"I am not a noob!" retorted the vampire in anger.

"Afraid you are," said Nớtt with a shrug. "It can't be helped." She smirked at the glowering vampire. "Never fret, my dearest angels, I have come to your rescue!"

She jumped down and shot a blast of darkness at Melanie. Melanie dodged and became invisible. The dark angel only smirked.

"What are you smirking at, hag!" said a voice that came from everywhere.

"I can hear you breathing. I can hear your footsteps. I can hear your blade whispering."

"You can't hear anything!" Nớtt dodged to the side, avoiding something that had cut through the air. She grabbed it, and misty darkness crawled down the chain swrod blade, making it appear. It finally surrounded Melanie, bringing her into the light of the moon. The vampire looked surprised.

"I am darkness, vampire," said the dark angel in a milky rich tone. "I control the shadows. You think you could hide from me in my own domain?!" Nớtt waved her hand harshly to the side, flinging Melanie through the air. The demon face planted into a pile of rocks and was instantly knocked out.

'_Lame..._' though Nightmare. She was about to take a crunch out of Sierra was she was blown to her side by an invincible force. Each of her five heads turned to look at the dark angel, who's hand is extended. The angel's eyes glowed a dark blue and the hydra's form glowed. An invisible force pried her claws open and released Sierra. The water angel dropped to the ground and ran to hide behind Nớtt. Nightmare began floating, rising into the air as Nớtt used her powers to pick up the massive monster.

A dark magic circle appeared on the ground below the hydra.

"Ancient stars of the Heavens, hear my call!" cried Nớtt, her eyes glowing brighter. "Open the gates to Hell and deliver this evil from the Earth! Take this monster and demon and seal them as long as God deems it so! Lock the Gates behind them and never let them go."

The middle of the magic circle shined and a gaping hole revealing the fiery depth appeared. Sierra, Frieda, and Alice cringed in horror at what they saw. They saw hundreds of souls being tortured, demons roaming the fiery plains, and red fire that screamed death. Everything they saw in that pit was horrifying. The screams and echos of the long tortured pierced their ears, and the screamed in fright when large thick black chains shot up from the portal and wrapped themselves around Nightmare and the unconscious Melanie.

The hydra roared in outrage as it was dragged down into the portal. As quickly as it had opened, the portal shut, and Nớtt seemed to relax.

"Man, that spell takes a lot out of me. As archangels, this is one of the many spells you will be required to master." She turned to the angels. "The others are waiting for us at the training camp. We must hurry, before something terrible happens. For their combat training, we will find the Huntress and recruit her for this sacred duty."

"I thought Shadow was going to train us," said Frieda.

"Normally, yes, but she is a General now. Alex has perished, and we needed someone to take her place. Shadow stepped up and now that she has sacred duties in Heaven, she has not as much time as she used to. Thus, I have chosen to step up and be your magical instructor. The Huntress has gone missing. Before, at the camp, she agreed to train the you guys in combat. She is one of the best we have ever seen, and it would be our honor for her to train you."

"So we're going to learn how to open and close one of those portals?" asked Alice. Nớtt nodded. "Cool!"

"We must leave immediately. We are running out of time."

"Time for what?" asked Sierra.

"Time for Miyako," said Nớtt.

* * *

><p><strong>Cliffhanger! I'm so mean! And you'll find me even meaner in a bit here -.-'<strong>

**You can tell I've made Nightmare's crush on Alabaster like Juvia's on Gray from Fairy Tail lol**

***collapses on keyboard* My pinkie is in agony! Okay, guys, I have some bad news. I won't be on for at least another three, four, or even five weeks due to many academic responsibilities. Thus, I'm going to take a small break from writing, no matter how much it pains me, to get focused and back on track with my stuff. I'm actually Batman, so I have to save Gotham. Stupid Joker is robbing stuff again and Robbin is back in tights *facepalm* I honestly didn't want to end the chapter here. In fact, I wanted to make this a super long one!  
><strong>

**As I was saying, this short break will also help me plan out the rest of The Great War, Rise in Revolution (the next part), a little special I am going to do for you in between TGW and RIR, Waves of Grain, my Fantasical Foursome series, Impending Darkness (which I desperately need to get back on track on), Sleepover With Slayer, and of course, I may resume writing The Dark Angel. I need a good source of inspiration for that one. Its been over a year and I still haven't finished my first story. How sad right?**

**So my break will be painfully boring for you, and somewhat painful and beneficial to me :)**

**Okay! See you in a long time! Bais!**

**HERE COMES DA SLAYA!**

**OR HERE GOES DA SLAYA!**

**I don't even know anymore -.-'**


	27. The Darkest Day- The Exchange

**Disclaimer: Yay! Spring break! Why do I have to do one of these every chapter? I don't own Metal Fight Beyblade! I guess its just to be funny? Well, the story will be taking on a darker toll soon so don't be surprised if I just skip right ahead to the chapter.**

**Ryuga: Everyone wishes that.**

**Me: You're stupid. *knocks out with metal pole* Wait a sec! I have my Dragonsword of Doomness now! I can just chop him up!**

**Gingka and Massamune: *stares on in horror at the scene before them* **

**Gingka: We should really be nicer to her.**

**Massamune: HAHA! You think?**

* * *

><p>Alice, Frieda, and Sierra walked behind Nớtt through a thick dark forest. Pine needles crunched under their feet as the angels walked, and it was so dark, they could barely see the dark angel before them. Sierra tripped over rocks on a few occasions, and Nớtt was trying really hard not to stab the three of them.<p>

This is why she doesn't like younger angels. They act like high school freshmen. And they are the most annoying things in the universe. She would know. She went to the future for a secret mission on a few occasions.

"Jeez, I can't see a thing!" whimpered Sierra. Her skin tingled, and the cold nippy air didn't do anything to help her paranoia. It feels like they're walking blind. Sierra's head and eyes are constantly moving, searching out any threats. Alas, she could not find one. Its too dark to see beyond the thick forestry of trees. The dark angel stopped.

"Frieda, if you please? I believe we have arrived. It might be safe to use it."

"'Might be safe' for what?" squeaked Alice, hugging herself to keep warm against the chill of the outside.

Frieda took out her orb and kissed it, the ball suddenly radiating pure light. The angels bathed in its warmth, sighing breaths of relief for the barrier against the cold. It revealed a trap door obviously warded with magic.

"What is it?" asked Frieda.

Nớtt smiled. "We have found her lair."

"Sin D's?"

The older angel nodded. "I believe so. This is where she told me she'll be."

"You trust her?" asked Sierra.

"Of course. She's smart. She built this place in a demon-infested area so that they'll never think to look for her here."

Alice gulped. "Did you say...demon-infested?"

Nớtt looked at Alice. "Did I not say it clearly?"

"What if this place is a trap?" asked Sierra with wide eyes.

"Tch. We'll see. If it is, I'll blow everything apart," said Nớtt with a dark look that made the other three angels shiver in their shoes.

Nớtt grabbed the handle, wincing in slight pain due to the magical barrier. Her eyes glowed, and with a _pop _the magic dissipated and the trap door opened. Nớtt smiled slyly at the other angels, obviously proud of herself. She waved them inside, reset the magical barrier, and dropped down the hole to join the others. When the older angel landed, her eyes widened at what she saw: it was a large underground den, the dirt sides smoothed into a hard plaster-like substance. There is furniture in select places. Two halls stretch into different rooms on the opposite side of the room.

Nớtt approached the left. The other angels scurried to keep up as the dark angel approached what seems to be the bedroom. Sin D lay on her bed, flipping through a magazine from what seems to be from the future. The Huntress's stone eye regarded them coldly.

"I never thought you would find this place. Wasn't there a spell?" she asked, a hint of annoyance in her voice.

The older being shrugged. "I am one of the most powerful angels. A basic spell of concealment is nothing to me. I have replaced it with a much stronger concealment charm. No demon could find this place."

"Unless its that one you were talking about earlier," replied the time traveler. She stood up and put her magazine down, walking over to her closet to retrieve her gear. As she strapped on her numerous belts and equipment, she continued to talk: "You told me about that Devil spawn, right? You said she didn't posses the power to take over Hell. Well, it seems she just did. I find your information...unreliable."

Light brown eye locked with stone cold navy blue eyes. Nớtt's narrowed dangerously and Sin D huffed and turned away.

"You're lucky you're angels. If you were anything else, I would kill you."

"Just because we're angels doesn't mean you have to listen to us," said Alice quietly. She hates how humans assume these things. Sin D gave the youngest a surprised look. She then smiled.

"I like her! I like the way this girl thinks!"

Everyone turned to Alice, the angels half expecting her to persuade the human to hold her end. Alice gave Nớtt a pitiful look.

"Wow, I can't believe you're letting her off your deal and expecting a child to play this one out. Why aren't you going to your death threat?"

Nớtt growled. "Believe it or not, I don't like threatening humans with death."

"You would kill me if I don't teach them?" asked Sin D, surprise slightly hinted. The dark angel nodded.

"We made a deal. You get something special if you train these poor excuses."

"Well!" huffed Frieda. "Tell us how you really feel!"

The Huntress sighed and strapped on the last of her gear. "You better have a comfy place."

"We do," said Nớtt, giving the human a smile. "Now we must hurry. Miyako doesn't have much time left."

"Why?" asked Frieda, worried for her friend.

"Because," said Nớtt. "I think there might be an exchange. And Sakura's behind it."

Sin D scowled and the three other angels now look angry.

"Let's go kick her butt back into Hell," said Frieda, her expression suddenly grim, dark, and murderous, her teeth clenched so hard Sierra is afraid they'll break.

The dark angel nodded, feeling sympathy for the cherry-haired girl. Nớtt extended her hand and in a swirl of shadow, the five disappeared.

* * *

><p><span><strong>In the Underworld...<strong>

Sakura stood in front of the Gates of Hell, waiting with Damian for her ransom. Damian leaned against the gold and black door, picking at his fingernails as Sakura adjusted her gloves.

"How long? asked Damian. Sakura shrugged.

"They're fighters. It will take a while."

"Even for Masaru?"

"He has Alabaster helping him."

"Oh. That explains everything," said the demon, nodding his head. He then smirked. "Speak of the Devil."

Sakura looked away from her gloves to see Masaru and Alabaster walking towards them, Hope and Geno cuffed around the neck and wrists in shimmering silver shackles. Sakura smirked, sharp golden eyes glistening evilly. She hoped from one foot to the other as the hostages got closer. Damian gave her a strange look as she bounced in excitement. When they approached, Hope stared at Sakura sadly.

"Damian, we're ready! You know our location, yes?"

Damian nodded. "You're the Devil now. You have more power than any other demon here. You should be able to take down that barrier with no problem."

"Perfect~" purred Sakura. She's going to enjoy the angels' misery to come.

* * *

><p><span><strong>At the training camp...<br>**

Its late at night, a cold draft blowing in through a window and giving Miyako a slight chill. She sat on her pillow, the covers pulled around her as she hugged her knees close to her chest. She pulled the blanket around her tighter, shivering slightly. Why is she up so late? Its just a stupid dream.

No. It was a nightmare.

Her usual nightmares consist of normal stuff like spiders or whatever. Sometimes even drowning beneath the ocean, her friends standing on the surface of the water above her, looking for their dear best friend but not finding her anywhere. Meanwhile, she would be under the water, screaming for her friends to notice her, for her friends to help her. Then at the last minute, they saw her just as her vision went black. After that it was too late. But that's a dream as old as the beginning of this. Her nightmare tonight was worse.

A tear ran down her cheek as she thought about it. She silently cried, whispering to herself that it will be okay, that nothing bad will happen. She's in a safe place, right? Then why does she feel like something will happen? Why was it so real this time? Why is her hair standing on end?

As the hot salty tears flowed down her cheeks, she looked out the window. She saw her reflection in the glass. Her hair has grown so much since before anything happened. She was such a child then, dreaming of Kyoya, dreaming of archangels, fighting just for fun because she can... She really was just a child. She was a plaything for others. She discovered her true limitations in 887 AD. She's weak. She's been weak. Her hair reaches three inches below her shoulders now. She rummaged through her bed side table drawer and found a pair of scissors.

She stood up, pulling a black pullover over her head and some dark grey sweat pants. She left her feet bare as she took her pair of scissors and left the cabin, smiling as Bry spewed a lick of flame when she snorted in her sleep.

Miyako walked down the dirt path and passed the dinning house. She approached the dark green forest of trees next to the Garden of Amahara. She continued to walk until she came to a crystal blue pond that ran through a stream. She knelt down and stared at her clear reflection. Jeez, her bangs are really long too. She grabbed them and straightened them out completely over her face. Longer than the point of her nose. They reach her lips. She scowled. She made sure the bangs are straight, clutched her scissors, and cut off a good two inches. She parted them and looked almost just like herself. She grabbed a fistful of hair and was about to cut it when a sudden voice spoke.

"...Are you gonna cut it?"

Miyako gasped and turned, seeing Kyoya approaching, dressed in nothing but black sweatpants. Miyako slightly blushed but it immediately disappeared when she remembered her dream.

"Kyoya? What are you doing here?" Kyoya sat next to her.

"I saw you out here by yourself." He watched as the remaining strands of her bangs floated down the stream. He then looked at Miyako. "I have to keep you safe. I'd be a failure if I left you alone. Besides, it looks like you need someone to talk to."

Miyako looked down. "I don't know."

Kyoya stared at her for a good long while, blue eyes flashing. Should he cheer her up or leave? Or press on to get her to talk about what's bothering her? He decided on something else.

"At least let me cut you hair for you?"

Miyako looked at him in surprise. "W-Why?"

Kyoya's cheeks flushed a light pink. "I think if you do it the way you were going to, you'd look terrible."

"Oh. Thanks," said Miyako sarcastically. Kyoya smiled.

"Sorry. But that's the truth. So am I cutting it or not?"

"...Yeah. Okay."

She handed him the scissors and he scooted to be behind her. In no time, he was finished and handed her the scissors. She looked back in the pond. It was an inch longer than it was before but she kind of liked it. It made her look more grown up.

And that's what she is. She isn't a child anymore.

"Promise me you'll be fine if I leave?" he said, giving her a concerned look. Miyako nodded. "Good."

He bent down and gave her a peck on the nose before standing and walking off back into the trees, his wings folding to keep him warm. Miyako's face is completely pink. She looked at her reflection again. She turned red.

Okay, maybe not completely grown up, but she's slowly getting there.

She has no idea how long she sat there. Hours maybe? Her eyelids eventually became heavy and she drifted off into a deep sleep. It felt like only a second, but there was a huge explosion, and she immediately stood up. Black smoke curled up from where...the camp! She stood up and wobbled as fast as she could. She has to get there. Everyone must be okay!

Her dream is becoming reality!

* * *

><p><strong><span>One hour earlier...<br>**

Sakura, Alabaster, and Masaru stood in front of the Gates of Hell, Hope looking down sadly and Geno in tears.

"Let's go!" said Sakura happily.

"You love doing this don't you?" asked Hope, defeat eminent on her voice. Sakura looked back at her.

"Well of course. I am a demon."

"But you're an angel too. Why?"

"I guess I kind of am both. But I have more of a demonic nature. I don't wanna be an angel. Looks boring." Sakura shrugged.

Hope smirked. She really doesn't know the love. "You're so blind. I'm almost tempted to pity you."

Sakura snarled. "I don't want your pity. How about you Geno? Do you pity me?"

The blind girl nodded, her long black hair bouncing. Sakura scoffed.

"Gosh! Angels! I can't seem to understand you. At all."

Hope smiled. "Because you don't know what its like. We're a family."

Sakura nodded to Damian who nodded back and opened the gate. "I already have a family," she muttered.

They walked out into the moonlit night. The cold air howled by them, snow getting stuck in the creatures' hair. Geno sneezed.

"Ew! One got up my nose!"

Sakura facepalmed. "Alright. Let's go. Hold the fort, Damian."

The other demon nodded before closing the gate behind them. They climbed up the mountain side, Sakura's radiance the only thing keeping any of them from freezing to death. She's obviously not taking their soul today.

Ahem _today_.

That thought slightly spooked the angels. Once she's done with them, what's stopping her from taking their lives now? What's stopping her from claiming their souls and using them as play things? Maybe she would feed them to her dragon Shadow?

Okay, they really need to stop thinking that they're walking to their deaths.

Though they probably are.

Hope shook her head. She's finally going to see Kyoya again! But at what cost. She is a ransom, and while she's happy she'll get to see her Yo-Ya again, she's going to loose a friend. Not only just a friend, an angel. An archangel no less. She's essential to the spell! They can't loose her. Hope's ready to cry, which is something she doesn't do often. This is all her fault. She should have ran instead of fight them in Hell. She wouldn't be going through this.

She and Geno marched behind the demons, Masaru tugging at the chains to hurry them along.

Geno's tears froze every time one dripping from her eyes. She sniffled uncontrollably. She's being used as ransom! She's being used and all because she let her guard down. If she hadn't messed up at the temple in Japan, Sakura wouldn't have the scrolls and she wouldn't be here. But what if she wasn't taken? Who would be in her place? Geno stopped crying. When she's free of these chains, she's ripping Sakura apart! King of Hell or not, she will do it!

They suddenly stopped, Sakura looking around at an empty space. Hope scowled. They're here. She decided to play her card.

"Too bad, Sakura. You need four archangels to take down the barrier and you've only got one." Hope smirked.

"I don't need four. I have that much power myself." Hope's skin blanched. "Besides," Sakura turned to face her, "I am an angel, am I not?"

A tear ran down Hope's cheek. No. She can't!

"You can't! You're still a demon!"

Sakura held her hand out and a blast of pure darkness hit the barrier. The blast was so large, Hope used her wings to keep Geno and herself safe. She moved a feather to the side and saw a hole in the barrier. Sakura's gold eyes glinted evilly and Masaru's...his glint was worse.

They walked on through the Garden, approaching the camp. The angels were already outside. All except the one they actually want. There was a large swirl of darkness and Nớtt plus four others walked out. Nớtt looked furious. Sakura smirked, skipping all the rest of the way. She stopped a hundred feet from her enemies, hands on hips and smug smile on her face.

"Angels! I have brought you your precious friends!"

Sakura gestured to her side and Masaru, followed by Alabaster, walked to stand next to his sister. He tugged on the chain and Hope and Geno stumbled forward. The angels gasped and Nớtt, Shadow, and Kyoya's faces turned hard. The other angels, plus Sin D, gasped. Shadow growled.

"Nớtt, are you handling this? Or me?"

"Me," said the dark angel darkly, her voice as silky as the night. Shadow shivered. Darkness truly is powerful. Its beautiful and terrifying.

Nớtt stepped forward, her power radiating as she approached. Sakura approached as well. They met halfway.

"What do you want, demon?"

Sakura smiled. "Easy. An exchange."

"I already knew that. I am the deal maker. I monitor these kinds of things."

Their eyes narrowed as one studied the other. Sakura smiled.

"Well, sister, let's make a deal."

"I don't make deals with the Devil."

"You can have Hope and Geno back without even loosing a drop of blood. No blood spill. Guaranteed."

Nớtt was silent. "I'm listening," she said slowly.

Sakura smiled even more. Nớtt's fatal flaw is her weakness for a sweet deal.

"I propose that we trade Hope Song and Geno Breaker...for Miyako Matsubara!"

Nớtt's eyes flared with rage. "No. Anything but that! I don't-"

"I'll do it!"

Everyone turned. Miyako was standing by the tree line, panting and out of breath. She stumbled over and stood by the dark angel. Nớtt turned to the younger angel.

"Miyako, if you do this, our deal-"

"Can be fulfilled later. We need Hope and Geno back. If this is their only condition, then I'll do it. They won't bargain for anything else."

Frieda ran up to Miyako and threw her arms around the iron angel. "No, Miya! Don't go!"

"Miyako, you don't have to do this!" cried Ninel, joining Frieda in a hug. Bry even flew over and grabbed Miyako.

"I'm not letting go!" said the dragon hybrid.

"Guys, stop! I'm going to cry!" said Miyako, on the brink of tears.

Shadow glared at Sakura. That little...

Sakura tapped her foot and yawned. "Angels, the girl made her decision. Besides, its her will." Sakura smirked and stared Nớtt in the face. The dark angel glared.

Miyako noticed this. She leaned up to reach Nớtt's ears. "If I had refused, we wouldn't be alive. I had a dream. It foretold this. This was the only way I could save you all."

The older angel stared at Miyako as if she was kidding, eyes wide.

"You're kidding?" Miyako shook her head. Nớtt sighed. She held her hand out to Sakura. "May God bind us and seal this deal."

Sakura smiled. "Yes." She shook Nớtt's hand, a golden binding seeming to appear around their hands. Hope and Geno's bonds disappeared and they ran over to hide behind Nớtt.

"You didn't have to do this!" said Geno.

"Yes, I did," said Miyako, eyes brimming with tears. She stepped forward to stand next to Sakura.

"Masaru, she's all yours," said the King of Hell giddily. Masaru smiled and took Miyako by the hand.

"I have a special place for you," he said deeply. Miyako blinked wildly.

"What?!"

Masaru touched her forehead and she fell asleep. He caught her and lifted her bridal style. He carried her over to the shadows. "May I leave, Kura?"

"Go ahead! Make our new visitor comfy! She deserves to be!"

"YOU WITCH!" screamed Hope.

Sakura's eyes flashed dangerously. With a flash of white, large beautiful black feathered wings sprung from Sakura's back. "Do not test me. I'm the King of Hell now. And these, are my crown. Now, I must leave! I have some preparation to do. Here, I'll fix your barrier." She snapped, fixing the magical wall. "Good-bye, angels dearest! Until we meet again!"

Sakura followed Masaru's lead and skipped into the shadows. The angels collapsed and cried.

"H-H-How?" rasped Hope. "How did I let this happen?"

* * *

><p><strong>Yay! Chapter 27! We're nearing Chapter 30! Almost there! Almost there!<br>**

**Its not the end. Its just a very big deal for me.**

**So I've been planning and it turns out that there will be approximately eight to twelve more chapters. Maybe even ten. Though knowing me, I love to add extra tid-bits to make things interesting. There might be a little more chapters than that. I also like taking my time on things. **

**Thank you for everyone's support! Tell me what you think so far! I hinted this happening in the previous chapter (I think?) so I'm hoping that you guys caught that. But if you're surprised, awesome! :D **

**So how is everybody feeling about the really hot demon creep taking charge over Miyako? Pretty crazy huh? Haha!**

**So review review! I've got a special chapter coming up! Also, a notice to those of you who read my Truth or Dare fic (a really, really, LONG time ago)! Courtesy of my friend in reality, who I call Batman, I will be posting a Chapter 9! Prepare to laugh your faces off! Taking in truths or dares right now! Thank you all for reading!**

**BAIS!**

**HERE COMES DA SLAYA!**

**I AM THE KING!**

**YOU ALL STILL HAVEN'T TOLD ME WHAT YOU THINK OF MY NEW CATCH PHRASE!**


	28. Beauty and the Beast

**Disclaimer: I do not own Metal Fight Beyblade!**

**Kyoya: We know, Slayer! We know!**

**Me: Shut yo face!**

**Kyoya: What?**

**Me: I SAID SHUT IT! *whacks in the face with a shovel* HAHA!**

**Kyoya: *wincing* Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>Miyako's eyes fluttered open. Everywhere is dark. She groaned and rubbed her temples. Wow, its so dark she can't see her own hands. She slowly sat up, waiting for her eyes to adjust to the seemingly never ending darkness surrounding her.<p>

"I see you're up."

Miyako gasped, looking around to search out the source of the voice. "W-Who are you? Show yourself!"

There was a sigh. "Very well. If I must."

A snap of the fingers was heard and the room was illuminated by green torches. The sickly Hell light revealed Masaru leaning against a pillar, a smug smile on his face. Miyako glared daggers at the demon, who's eyes flashed with a mischievous look.

"Good morning," he said.

"Its morning?" asked Miyako, observing her surroundings. She's in a large bed with black silk sheets. The actual room had basically nothing in it. The ceiling is hoisted up by black marble pillars, the stone ground a dark grey. The torches on the walls burned with green fire and a black wooden door sits on the her right. A large oak door blackened with ash is at the very front of the room.

Masaru nodded. "You could always tell if its morning here. In the morning, the horizon is much more red than at night."

Miyako nodded, trying to comprehend what he just said. When he started to approach, Miyako froze, reaching for her concealed dagger. However, she didn't find her concealed dagger. She looked down at what she's wearing. Miyako was more than surprised to find herself dressed in a black tank top with black shorts.

"How did I-"

"Kasumi picked it out for you. Do you like it?" he said, sitting down on the edge of the bed. Miyako scooted away a bit. He smirked. "You don't have to be afraid."

"W-Why?!" asked Miyako.

"Because I'm not going to hurt you."

"Prove it!"

Masaru held Miyako's gaze. "I guess we'll wait."

"You didn't wait to slam me into the ground!" Miyako's hair bristled. "Or knock me out."

"You would have punched me in the face!" he said, defending himself. "Besides, it would have been easier for you."

Miyako scoffed. "Don't act like you care." Masaru smiled at that comment. He even chuckled a bit. Miyako blanched. "Unless you do."

The demon gave her a weak smile. "These feelings are strange. I don't understand them. Its like how I feel about Sakura, just a bit different."

Miyako thought this over. Sakura's his sister and he obviously loves her. If what she's thinking is right then...

Miyako almost broke into a fit of laughter. Masaru gave her a weird look. "What's so funny?"

"Are you saying you love me?" Now she can't control her giggles. "You? A demon? That's too good!"

Masaru smirked. "I see why you think that. But I'm not hurting you. Am I? No, it rather feels like I don't want others to hurt you. There are many demons in Hell. If they hear that there's an angel in the Devil's castle that's completely exposed, they will come to attack. I can't let that happen."

"Wait, I thought that I'm under Sakura's protection?" Miyako asked. Masaru laughed.

"Correction, you're under _my _protection. Sakura just decided to help get you here."

"Sakura helping? I'll believe you when pigs fly," said Miyako with a huff. Why is she even talking to this guy? Is it because his eyes are so golden? Or his black silky hair? She wonders how soft it is. Was it his smirk? Or his pale flawless skin? She didn't know why, but something about this demon seems...beautiful? She shook her head. No. Bad Miyako. Stop staring.

The demon noticed this and chuckled. He stood up and offered Miyako his hand. "You must be hungry. I'll show you the way to the kitchen."

Miyako spat at his hand. "There's no way I'm going anywhere with you, shirtless guy!"

Did she really just call him that?

Masaru shook his head as he chuckled. "Come on, you must be hungry."

"I am NOT accepting food from anyone here. No demons. Period."

"Not even me?" asked Masaru with a puppy dog look on his face. Miyako growled.

"Fine! Fine, fine! Since my stomach is beating me up from the inside, I'll go with you!"

She stubbornly took Masaru's hand and he helped her out of bed. She felt cold without the safety and warmth of the sheets, but she soon found that Masaru's body radiated the sun. He's not just hot, but he's literally hot.

"No wonder why demons don't freeze."

"The temperature unexpected?" asked Masaru, a smirk playing at his lips.

"Uh, sure."

As he led her down the dark cold hallway littered with black rose petals, Miyako stared up at the sculptures of the first demons. She almost gagged at the sight of ravens cannibalizing. She looked at Masaru and her eyes trailed down his arm. When she noticed they were holding hands, she blushed and pulled her hand away quickly. Masaru acted like he was pouting.

When they reached the kitchen, she smelled so many different kinds of food her mouth watered. And then she smelled:

"Chocolate," she said slowly.

Masaru opened the doors and revealed a bustling kitchen. As soon as the doors opened, the demons inside saw the two and stared. Then one took notice of the angel's halo.

"A-A-A-A-ANGEL!"

"Ack! What is it doing here?"

"Ew, kill it!"

"Will it taste good in stew?"

"I wonder what it tastes like?"

"Or maybe a bagel?"

"Get it out of here!"

"It should die!"

"I bet it would make a great pie!"

"No stupid! It would taste better in lasagna!"

Masaru's eyebrow twitched as the demons in the kitchen came racing forward. Miyako's hands reached for her sword. When she didn't find one, she hid behind the only thing there was to hide behind. And that was a very annoyed son of Satan.

"Shut up!" rumbled the Lord of Ravens, arms crossed over chest. When the demons continued to charge, his golden eyes flashed and they all were pushed face to the floor simultaneously. Miyako only stared, plum purple eyes wide.

"I told you," said Masaru, "I will protect you."

He then walked in and grabbed her some pieces of chocolate and some beef ravioli. He walked her back to his room. When they entered she slipped back under the covers and Masaru gave her her food.

"Do you want any water?"

Miyako inspected him. It seems he means no harm to her. But he is a demon. Who knows what he's really planning. He gave her a smile. Her eyes widened. All she's ever seen on this man's face was either a scowl, frown, or an evil smirk. This smile was...genuine. And then there's those eye lashes...

Miyako, stop! Do NOT fall under this demon's spell!

She nodded. He left and soon came back with a full glass of water. When Miyako looked upon the liquid, she realized just how raw her throat is. When he handed her the glass, then took large gulps up it. She started coughing and Masaru sat behind her, rubbing gentle circles in the small of the angel's back. She looked back at him, him looking down at her.

Why is she feeling this way? Is he working magic on her?

_Yeah, the magic of his hotness. _

**_Shut up, myself!_**

Miyako's face slightly flushed. "W-What are you d-*cough* doing?"

Masaru's lips tugged into a smirk. "I'm helping."

Miyako waved him away. "I don't want *cough* your help."

Masaru continued to rub her back. When she stopped coughing, Masaru reached around and pulled her against him. Her eyes widened in shock and she tensed. His touch slightly burned her exposed skin but then it...stopped. He then felt warm. Really warm. A comfortable warm. She found herself snuggling into him.

"Do want more water?"

"No. I think I'll be okay."

"Are you sure?"

"Yeah." She stayed silent for a long time. "Masaru?"

"You can call me Saru if you want," he said softly.

"Uh...Saru?"

He smiled. "Yes?"

"Why do you want to protect me rather than get answers from me?"

"Because," said Masaru, "we already got all the answers we want from the scrolls and from Hope."

Miyako looked up at him. "From...Hope?"

Masaru nodded. "We...interrogated her to learn answers to certain questions the scrolls couldn't answer."

"Like?"

Masaru was silent. "Wanna make a deal?"

Miyako gave him an odd look. "Why would I?"

Masaru pouted. "I thought you wanted to know."

Miyako remembered the first time she met him. She remembers him forcing her into the ground. She remembers him flirting with her. "Say, what happened to the flirt I first met?"

"Oh, you want me to flirt?" he asked with a Cheshire cat smile. She gulped but nodded her head proudly. She is NOT backing down. He lightly stroked her arm. "I can flirt, if you really want?"

Miyako's entire face turned red. That's not what she wants! "Th-th-that's not what I meant!"

"Oh really? Why are you so red? You haven't fallen for me, have you?" he asked with a smirk on his face.

God, she hates that smirk. "N-N-No!" She turned even more red.

"Aw, I'm making you blush."

"Stop!"

"I thought you wanted me to flirt with you?"

"No! Its just you seem really out of character!" She looked at Slayer typing through the computer screen. "Slayer, make him stop!"

Slayer glared at Miyako and typed a bit on the keyboard. Miyako soon found herself cuddling the demon next to her, her arms around his neck and her head resting against his bare chest. Now she's beet red, staring into Masaru's gold eyes. How is she becoming so lost in them? Probably Slayer, or is it?

She doesn't know anymore!

"What is this?" said the demon, giving Miyako a small smile, his eyelids beginning to relax. Miyako tried to distance herself from his face. Masaru smirked and laid back against the bed's headboard.

"So...about that deal," said Miyako.

Masaru quirked an eyebrow (which caused her to accidentally squeal inside). "What about it?"

"You ask me a question, I answer. I ask you, you answer."

Masaru thought it over. "Yeah, okay. I'll go first. Why do you think you're here?"

"I thought its because of the ransom. It seemed to work."

"It did. Sakura thought that I took a-liking to you, so she decided to put the odds in her favor."

"...Do you have an 'a-liking' to me?"

Masaru looked straight into her eyes. "Yeah."

Miyako's face, which has just gotten over its previous redness, became red again. That was unexpectedly honest.

"Why do you wanna know?" he asked, tilting his head to the side.

"Because I just wanted to I guess." She inspected him. Wasn't there a story behind this guy? He was secluded at one point yeah? "Why were you secluding yourself?"

Masaru shifted uncomfortably. "I did a lot of bad things. For example, I was one of the reasons Sakura is what she is now. Lucifer offered me the Devil's blood and i refused, telling him to give it to her. I started the Black Death. I mean, I cursed people for torturing me and trying to exorcise me so I cursed them to bring death to England."

"So that's how that happened."

"Yeah. I have killed many people in my lifetime. I have killed other demons, countless angels, countless innocent lives." He looked down at Miyako. "I'm a killer. I'm a serial killer, addicted to death and destruction. I'm a monster, not just a demon."

Miyako stared up at him. Boy, is he just reeling her in. "What else have you done?"

"I have committed countless sins. Some of the worst sins possible."

Miyako's eyes widened. "Like..."

Masaru's pale cheeks lightly flushed. Miyako's mind went to one word: CUTE! "Uh, yeah," he said weakly.

"Wow. You're awful," she teased. He pinched her cheeks, making her swat at him and pout. Wait...

What is she doing? Why is she flirting with this guy? Why is she so curious about him?

The day wore on, the two talking about themselves and different other things. Miyako soon found herself talking about how great her friends are, how great everyone is to her. She talked about how awesome Nớtt is (and Masaru couldn't agree more, surprisingly), how great Shadow is, talked about her feelings she has for Kyoya and talked about how happy he must be to have Hope back. Masaru talked about himself as well. He talked about different fighting techniques (which Miyako was happy to talk about), his past evil deeds in life. She learned interesting things about him. Apparently he had once fallen in love with a mortal girl. He had charmed her, wooed her, and confessed all his love for her. He told Miyako about how Lucifer heard about it and kidnapped the girl, slitting her throat and painted Masaru's walls red with her blood.

"'She'll be with you forever now, Masaru!' Yeah. That's how that ended up," he said, stroking the red wall in the dim green light. Miyako felt slightly bad for him. He lost the woman he loved because his stupid jerk father painted his room with her. Miyako found new found hate for the Devil. She knew Lucifer was wicked, but she never knew just how bad he really is.

"He's awful."

"You don't wanna meet my father. He would probably paint my walls with you too. Or worse, turn your skin into a jacket for me. Or a new sash," he said, gesturing to the red sash tied around his waist. Miyako almost threw up.

"Some angel he is," she said. Masaru laughed.

"Yeah, no kidding," he said through a light chuckle.

Miyako's eyelids began to grow heavy. She yawned and stretched. Masaru smiled as he moved out from behind her and laid her down on the bed. He tucked her in and slid in next to her, but still keeping at least a foot worth of distance.

"Is it night time already?" she asked through another yawn.

"I think so."

"That was fast."

"I can't believe you're already adjusted to Hell time."

"Hell has its own time zone?" she asked in surprise.

He nodded. "Two days fit inside 24 hours. It really is fascinating. You should check out the library."

"I hate books," she mumbled, finding herself scooting next to Masaru. Even with the sheets, the room had grown colder and now she's shivering. Masaru smirked and propped his head up with his elbow, wrapping his other arm around her waist. He moved the pillow so that she would have more. She snuggled and sighed, closing her eyes and steadying her breathing.

"That's really too bad," he said. "They really are great."

"Whatever. I'm tired."

Masaru stroked her cheek. "Go to sleep. I'll wake you up in a bit."

"Okay," she hummed.

She soon found herself slipping into sleep. Little did she know she was going to have a nightmare...

* * *

><p><strong>Yay! New chapter! Who else is shipping MasAko? I AM! I don't know why but I can easily see those two together :  
><strong>

**Hope you liked the chapter, Fang. Hehehehe...**

**So, a light fluff chapter for all you lovelies! Besides, this is actually a bit of a plot development. And maybe part of Sakura's major plot?...Hm?**

**Welp, don't ask! I mean, you can, but I won't answer. You shall have to wait! MWAHAHAHAHA!**

**For those shipping this, put #MasAko at the end of your review! Maybe I'll be in the mood to eventually do another, because I have some great plans for next chapter. **

**Hope you liked it! Also, am I the only one who has noticed I have more reviews in the first chapter than the last chapter. First chapter has sixteen and last chapter had a whopping three! Really, guys, this is really sad. **

**Meh. I still love you all!**

**HERE COMES DA SLAYA!**

**I AM THE KING!**


	29. Soothing the Savage Beast

**Disclaimer:I don't own Metal Fight Beyblade!  
><strong>

**Yay! More MasAko! XDXDXDXDXDXDXDXDXDXDXDXD**

**I love these two! XDXDXDXDXDXDXDXDXDXDXDXD**

* * *

><p>Miyako's eyes fluttered open. She yawned and rubbed her eyes, sighing in content. What a weird dream. It was almost as if she fell in love with that egotistical jerk that helped Sakura kill Alex.<p>

Well, she just imagines him as egotistical. He might only be a tiny bit vain.

She shrugged and looked up, coming face to face with a sleeping Masaru. Miyako paled. Oh, so it was not a dream. Okay. That changes everything.

Miyako looked closely at the sleeping demon. He actually looks peaceful sleeping. He doesn't look like he's always in pain. Or really sad. Or insane. Or mad. Or anything negative. He actually looks happy.

Masaru's eyes opened and Miyako was almost stunned at how gold they are. He yawned and looked down at her. He smirked, raising his hand to her cheek and lightly stroking it. Miyako slightly flushed. Masaru frowned. "Are you feeling okay?"

Miyako looked at him, confused. "Well, tell me how you really feel."

"I'm being serious."

"Okay. Why wouldn't I be?"

Masaru sat up and placed Miyako on his lap. Her face turned red as he did so. He tilted her head up to look him in the face. He looked at her sternly. "Don't hate me," he said.

"What?" was all Miyako had time to say before Masaru placed his lips on hers. Miyako's entire body turned red and her eyes widened in surprise. She blushed even more when she felt him place his hand on her back. She placed her hands on his chest and tried to push him away. He drew back. She then slapped him really hard in the face.

"OW! What was that for, you brat?!"

"You kissed me!"

"So?"

"First you seem sympathetic, then tell me not to hate you, and now you're making a move on me?"

Masaru nodded his head in understanding. "I see your point. But you didn't have to slap me over it!"

"Yes, I did!"

"I was diagnosing you!"

Miyako paused in the middle of her rant. "Wait, diagnosing me?"

Masaru nodded. "Demons with specific healing abilities can diagnose a creature through lip contact."

"That's bull," growled Miyako.

"Would you rather me do your lips or your belly button?" said Masaru seriously.

Miyako looked at him with surprise. Oh, God, he's serious! But he was right. She would have rather preferred her lips. She tilted her head. "Wait, what healing capabilities do _you _have? Hmm?"

"I can mend broken bones," he said simply.

"Okay, then, what is my diagnosis. And you better have a good excuse, or I'll hit you even harder!"

"Fine!" Masaru sighed. "You've been in Hell for far too long. Your wings are decaying."

"WHAT?!" screamed Miyako. "MY WINGS ARE **WHAT**?!"

Masaru grunted as he covered his ears. "Hell is a place of decay, fire, and eternal torture. You, an angel, from the land of honesty, purity, and eternal paradise, would decay here in a place like this."

"Hope and Geno didn't decay!"

"That's because we had them placed in special cells." Masaru looked her right in the eyes. "The only way to fix your wings are to take you outside."

Miyako looked at him. "You mean, to the surface?"

Masaru nodded.

Miyako suddenly felt hopeful. If she could somehow escape from this guy when he takes her to the surface, then she could be free! Wait...

"Wait a sec. Why do you care?"

Masaru tilted her head up. "Because I do. I don't like seeing you in pain. I don't like knowing my angel is in danger." His eyes flashed gold. Miyako was able to see...possessiveness? "I don't like people hurting my prize," he said in a husky growl. His grip tightened on her.

Miyako must say, that was pretty attractive.

Except for the prize part. That just ruined it.

"I am no prize!"

Masaru's grip on her chin tightened. His scowl deepened and his eyes narrowed dangerously. "But you are. I won you. I had help from Sakura, and she may say the entire plan was hers, but do you really think that?"

Miyako's eyes widened in horror. "You planned it all?"

Masaru's scowl turned into a very attractive smirk. Miyako mentally slapped herself. "Of course. I've had my eyes on you for a long time. A _very _long time."

Miyako is suddenly starting to feel creeped out. "Since when?"

"Since Kasumi."

"Wow. That happened almost twenty chapters ago!"

"Correction: twenty-four. I think..."

Miyako glared at him "You're a creep."

Masaru glared back. "I merely took interest and wanted to get what I desired."

"You desire me?"

"Well, I have you now, don't I?" said Masaru with a smile.

"You know, yesterday you were actually attractive. Now, you're just creeping me out."

"I'm very good at it, yes?"

"Sure."

"I am good at being attractive?"

"That's not what I meant!" shrieked Miyako as she turned red.

"Sure. I'll let you think I believe that," said Masaru as his thumb moved to her cheek. He smirked. "You're so cute when you're flustered."

"I am not!"

"And when you're angry."

"Stop!"

"Why?"

"Because its weird!"

"How is it weird?"

Miyako scooted off of Masaru's lap and over to her spot, pulled up the covers, and crossed her arms over her chest. "Masaru...I'm hungry."

"I'll go get you something to eat," he said, standing up and exiting the room. Miyako sighed in relief. She collapsed in the bed. That demon is too much work. He's too hot! Miyako mentally slapped herself. She has to stop thinking like that. She could actually like this guy.

"Well, isn't he just infatuated with you."

Miyako is on high alert. Out of the shadows walked Sakura. Miyako glared at the said demon.

"What do you want, wench?" Miyako was then surprised. Sakura looks tired. All she's wearing is a black sweatshirt and some red pajama shorts. Her hair is as tangled as a rat's nest. Her golden eyes are dull and the bags under her eyes are darker than normal. The black skeletal lines in her cheeks made her seem like a zombie. Her pale complexion is tinged a slight sickly green. "Wow. You look awful."

Sakura chuckled. "Yes. I suppose so."

The two girls were silent. "I'll ask again, Sakura. What do you want?"

Sakura suddenly looks unsure of herself. "For the first time...nothing. I want nothing else from you."

"Else?" asked Miyako, doubt lacing her voice.

"That's right. I want nothing else from you. I only wanted Masaru to be happy. That's all I wanted from you. To make my older brother happy."

"You want me, an angel, to make a demon happy?" asked Miyako confused. her eyes widened. "Don't think I don't know what you're doing!"

Sakura looks confused. "Which is...what?"

"You're trying to tempt me to fall!"

Sakura sighed. "I can see why you might think that. I assure you, I am trying to do no such thing."

"That's bull," hissed Miyako. Sakura sighed. She approached the bed and sat on the edge. Miyako scooted away.

"Look, Miyako, all I want is my brother to be happy. Since the day I was born he's been watching out for me and trying to make me happy in my miserable life. I just want to return the favor. Some of us demons have honor." She looked at Miyako. "I don't want you to lead my brother on. But at least try and get along with him. He really does care about you. He's only possessive because of his demonic nature. We protect what we consider ours."

"Masaru considers me...his?"

"Well, why else would you be safe right now?" she asked. "He's protecting you. I swear, anyone who would dare take you away from him or hurt you, he will destroy without second thought or mercy. He wants you safe. He actually cares."

"What if angels try and help me?"

"Well, they're dead," said Sakura definitely. Miyako was taken aback.

"Wait, what?"

"If anyone wants to take you from him, expect his true form. If you try and escape, expect tears and brutal words. And actions. But mostly words. He's very good at those."

Miyako has never seen this side of Sakura. She actually seems...normal. Without her murder kill-joyness, she's actually enjoyable to be around. And she actually cares about something, which is equally surprising. Miyako feels absolute hatred towards the demon, and she's positive Sakura feels the same way about her, but seeing what this demon is saying about her brother, there may be a soft spot in her heart. Her cold, dark, black, void, vile, disgusting, despicable, evil, corrupt, stupid little heart.

Sakura's gold eyes met Miyako's plum ones. Miyako stared. "I remember when your eyes were red. They suited you better."

Sakura chuckled. "I agree. Now, whenever I look in the mirror, I see the eyes of my father."

"Lucifer?"

"Yes. I don't like it. But its well worth it."

"For the power?"

Sakura looked Miyako straight in the eyes. "Yes."

"I would give almost anything to unlock my archangel powers," mumbled Miyako. Sakura smirked.

"I would say you've already unlocked some."

Miyako raised an eyebrow. "And what is that?"

"That ability to soothe the savage beast," said Sakura before dissipating into shadow.

Masaru burst through the doors carrying a tray of soup and half a loaf of french bread along with...chocolate ice cream! Miyako drooled. Masaru sat down next to her and she scooted over to take her food.

"Ah, ah, ah!" said Masaru, raising the food out of Miyako's reach. She pouted. "You're sick. I'll feed you."

"I am perfectly capable of feeding myself! I don't feel ba-woah." Miyako held her head. Her back started burning. She winced. "What is happening to me?"

"I had Kasumi enchant this soup," said Masaru, gripping Miyako's waist and pulling her next to him. He pulled up the covers on her. "This soup should soothe the pain until I take you up to the surface."

"Am I supposed to trust you?" said Miyako cautiously. Masaru gave her a sad look.

"You still don't?"

Miyako suddenly felt somewhat guilty. "Okay. Feed me."

Masaru now looks happy. Miyako smiled. She prefers that to all his other looks. Masaru scooted down and dipped a spoon into the soup. He held the spoon in front of Miyako's mouth. She opened her mouth and slurped the soup from the spoon.

"Clam chowder!"

"I thought you'd like it," said Masaru with a blush.

"Thanks, Saru."

He smiled. "Always."

He continued to spoon feed her and in no time, the burning sensation in her back faded away and her headache went away. She leaned against Masaru as he prepared her bread and ice cream. She was surprised to look up and see him blushing. She started giggling. Masaru looked down at her.

"What?" he said sharply.

"You're, haha! You're...hehe! You're...you're so cute!" She giggled even more and Masaru's blush darkened.

"Shut up!" he said.

Miyako looked him straight in the eyes. "Make me!"

Masaru frowned. Then, he smirked evilly. "If you insist, Miya."

He set the food down and suddenly pounced on her. She squealed when he started tickling her. She giggled wildly when he started tickling her sides. He tried to kick him in the ribs, accidentally elbowed him in the face, pulled on his hair, and managed to tickle him back in the arm pits. He held her hands down and tickled her stomach. She giggled.

"Submit!" he challenged.

"Never!"

His smirk widened. "Very well. As you wish."

He bent down and placed his lips on hers. She instantly froze. He lifted himself up and smiled down at her smugly. Her cheeks flushed. "Th...That was not fair!"

He tickled her stomach with both hands and she started giggling again.

"Submit!"

"N-No!"

"Okay then..." He tickled her arm pits. "Submit!"

"Okay! Okay, fine!" Masaru plopped on the bed next to her with a triumphant smile. Miyako caught her breath. "That...was not cool!"

"Okay."

"I mean it!"

"Alright. Want your ice cream or not?"

"Fine!"

* * *

><p>Masaru led Miyako down the halls of the Devil's castle. She was fascinated by the architecture. There are elaborate arches everywhere. The palace walls are either made of obsidian or black marble. She actually found it beautiful. Masaru led her to a large iron cast set of doors. He opened them and led her through. Before her are stables of almost every monster imaginable. She then saw a girl with milky black skin and purple hair separated in three braids.<p>

"Nightmare! We need the doors open," said Masaru.

The girl, Nightmare turned to them. "Hey, Saru-ack! An angel!" Nightmare's skin boiled.

"Its okay, Nightmare. She's with me."

Nightmare's skin stopped boiling. "If you say so, Masaru. I'll open them. Do you have Kura's permission?" Masaru nodded. "Okay, then!"

The earth above them started to part and Miyako stared in in awe at the dark star filled sky. Masaru grabbed her waist. "Hang on tight," he said.

"What?" Masaru crouched and with a powerful burst, he propelled the both of them in to the air in a jump. Miyako screamed and wrapped her arms around Masaru's neck. He landed by the rim of the opening and set her on the ground. He grabbed her hand and led her away into the forest. Miyako breathed in the cool air.

"I've been breathing Hellfire for the last two days. It feels nice to breathe oxygen."

Masaru smirked. "I can imagine. I have something to show you."

His grip on her hand tightened and he ran off into the woods, dragging Miyako behind him. They passed through the dark thick forest and broke through the treeline. Masaru pulled her forward and removed some twigs from her hair. He lead her down a rocky hillside, occasionally catching her when she slipped or floating her down the steeper rocks. He lead her through some bushes. Miyako must say, she's stunned.

They're sitting on a cliff revealing a bowl of mountains with a sparkling silver lake below them. The bright moon is sitting on the tops of the mountains, illuminating everything before it. Miyako sat down on the ground and Masaru plopped next to her. She somewhat shivered.

"Cold?" asked Masaru. She nodded. He removed his trench coat and wrapped it around her. Its surprisingly warm. She hummed her thanks and the demon scooted closer next to her. "Do you mind?" She looked up at him. His eyes are shinning in the moonlight and his pale skin seems to be glowing. She shrugged. He wrapped one arm around her and leaned her on his side. He's really warm too.

"This is beautiful," she said quietly.

"This is where I go when I'm confused or just in the need to cool myself off. This is my special place. Now its yours." Miyako flushed. She seems to do that a lot around him. "Listen, Miyako, you must know what I'm feeling."

"Well, what are you feeling?"

"I don't know. Its warm, possessive, and it even feels needy. I don't usually feel needy. I don't like some of these feelings. It also makes me...sad." Miyako looked up at him. She was surprised to find his eyes watering.

"Masaru, are you crying?"

He was silent. "Yes." A tear fell down his cheek. Miyako freaked out.

"Masaru, what's wrong?" She stood up and used the hood of his trench coat to wipe away the tears. "Is it something I did?"

Masaru smirked and shook his head. "Its nothing you did."

"Then what's wrong? Don't go bawling on me!"

Masaru gripped Miyako's hands. He smiled and looked her in the eyes. "I can't be with you."

"What?!"

"Miyako, I think I...love you? Is this love? All I want is you happy. I see you aren't happy. You miss your friends. You really don't like me. I'm in love with you, but I can't be with you. That's why I'm crying."

Miyako is stunned. "You...love me?"

Masaru hugged her tightly. "I don't ever want anyone to hurt you. I want you all to myself, but I know that eventually you'll leave me. Don't think I can't hear you talking to yourself at night. Don't think I can't hear you waking up from a nightmare and crying for hours. I may be asleep, but I can still hear everything that goes on around me. It just feels like a dream to me."

Miyako thought to herself, _Oh, dang! He hears that?_

"Masaru, if you're in love with me, then why do you call me your prize?"

"Because you _will _be my prize."

"How?"

"Well," he said, rubbing the back of his head, "the plan was to call you that once I won you, but I'm not sure that will happen. You don't return the same feelings."

Miyako doesn't know what this fluttering in her heart is. This is almost like the feelings she has for Kyoya, but stronger. What's wrong with her? Why is she feeling this for a demon? Did he put her under a spell?

_No_, said a little voice in the back of her head. _That's not it at all_.

Then what? What is it? She feels almost just like him.

"I might take you back to your friends. But if I do, then Sakura might blow me into oblivion. Though, to see you happy, it would be worth it." Miyako looked up at him again, hope in her eyes and a smile on her face.

"I would love that!" Love. Huh. She _would _love that. But then she thought about Masaru. He would be alone, without her. He did just confess himself to her. He stroked her cheek.

"That's the look on your face I want to see. That smile. Miyako, please, smile again?"

"You want me to smile?"

"Yes. Please?"

"Good job! I can't smile under pressure!"

"Sure you can."

She looked at him. He actually looks really cute. She gave him a small smile and his cheeks turned pink. "That's it," he said softly. "I want to see that look on your face all the time." Another tear fell down his cheek.

She leaned her head on his shoulder and he wrapped his arms around her. She's so warm. She snuggled closer to him. "Masaru?"

He opened a single eye to look at her. "Hmm?"

Miyako thought carefully over what she's going to say next. "I...I want to stay."

Masaru looked like he just got slapped in the face. He then smiled a real smile. He hugged her tighter and buried his face in the crook of her neck. "You just made me the happiest man on earth."

Miyako moved her hands through his black hair. It really is soft. He lifted his face up and held her hand against his cheek. "Miyako?"

"Yes, Saru?"

He blushed. "Can I kiss you?"

She blushed. She slowly nodded. He leaned down and kissed her. His lips are warm. It was no surprise by now. Everything about him is warm. He's not the super bad guy she thought he was. He was just following orders. He's been following orders his entire life. He followed Lucifer's orders and Sakura's orders. Its about time he follow his own. And she's going to help him do that.

He pulled away after a few minutes and held her against him. "I love you," he whispered.

Miyako stayed silent. She gave him her answer by snuggling him. "We should go back in."

Masaru looked up at the moon. "I kinda don't wanna leave. But we'll go back if you want to."

Miyako nodded. Masaru stood and helped her up. He lead her back to the Hell Gate and back to his domain. She climbed into the bed. He gave her a glass of water. A raven flew over and perched on his shoulder. Masaru growled.

"What do you want?" The raven cawed. He raised an eyebrow. "Really? Well, I guess he can be put on the battlefield. Tell her I agree. He could come in handy during the next stage. Be gone!"

The raven flew away and Miyako gave him a questioning eyebrow. "What was that about?"

"Oh, Sakura was asking me if we should include another demon in the next stage of our plan. Its no big deal."

"No big deal? Who is the demon?"

Masaru looked at her with an expression she couldn't quite place. "Uh, well, let's just say he's _almost _as dangerous as me."

"WHAT?!"

"I'm part of this war! I'm part of the council. In fact, Sakura's made me the new General of the Underworld. I have to help with these decisions. You would understand if you were a General of Heaven. I have to make decisions that would benefit Hell. I'm sorry."

Miyako thought about his words. He's right. If she was in charge and she was in love with a demon, her enemy she's going to war with, she would have to make a decision that could mean death for her loved one.

"Sorry. I understand."

He smiled. "Thank you, Miya. Now go to sleep. See you in the morning."

"Good night, Saru," she said as she cuddled closer to him. He held her close.

"I love you."

* * *

><p><strong>Welp! I feel like I moved that too quick! And I also feel I got everybody OOC. I'M SORRY! <strong>

**But it was one of _those _chapters. I hope you all understand D: **

**Okay, so, how about a contest? :3 I will post it next chapter. I just wanna have some feedback about what you guys want as prizes or if you even want to do it. Maybe this will be the thing that inspires Fang to write a story! You know, cuz she hasn't since...a long time? And I really enjoy her stories. And she's awesome.**

**Love you, Fang!**

**So, just tell me what you guys think. If you want the prompt, just know that its definitely MasAko. Because I love them so much. And their relationship just screams TRAGEDY! **

**And we all know I can't resist *evil chuckle as I spin in my Evil Overlord chair***

**Welp, review, review! I get less every chapter :( You could go to the reviews and scrolls down, seeing I have less and less. Well, of you start from last chapter, the number will grow, but you all know what I mean.**

**Now, to Español** **homework!**

**BAIS! HERE COMES DA SLAYA!**

**Ryuga and Miyako: STOP WITH THE CATCHPHRASE, ALREADY!**

**Me: :( You guys are jerks! You're worse than Joker!**

**Miyako: *gasp* Oh, you wanna go?!**

**Ryuga: Someone is going to die tonight. Well, see you guys later. And maybe I can GET MY OWN CHAPTER!**

**Me and Miyako: SHUT UP ABOUT THAT ALREADY!**


	30. Night Falls

**Disclaimer: I am so excited that I've gotten to Chapter 30! I have a special chapter in store for you guys, and its twice as long as usual! Over 7,700 words, lovelies! I hope you know how much my fingers hurt. Warning: You will all hate me after this chapter! Mostly you, Fang! Teeheehee!**

**Oh, and I decided not to do a contest. I guess I won't be able to inspire Fang to write. You know, even though she's retired *sobs in emo corner***

**Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>The angels sat in one cabin. Its been an entire day since Sakura came and traded Geno and Hope for Miyako, and no one's cracking jokes or being happy. The two dark angels, Kyoya, Hope, and surprisingly, Estrella has joined them.<p>

The five archangels have been debating the next plan of action and thus far, have not decided. The other angels have been sitting around doing nothing for the last two hours. Freida sighed with impatience.

"Ugh. How long is this going to take?" sighed Frieda.

"They're the bosses around here. We can't really do anything about it," replied Ninel.

"Whatever with this!" growled Bry. She stood up and stomped over the the other angels. "If you guys can't decided what to do, let's at least go to Heaven so that we don't get attacked again."

Sierra caught on. "Yeah, we should at least go so that we could do our planning at a safe place. "

The angels thought it over. "Well, that sounds like a good idea, but i don't know if there are any portals left," said Hope.

Shadow closed her eye. When she opened her eye, it momentarily glowed purple. "There are three portals left. Sakura is currently attempting to close them. Hordes of demons surround them, and the portals are located in very special places across the world."

"Where?" asked Nớtt quietly. Until now, the dark angel has hardly spoken at all. She's seemed troubled, in fact. Nớttis sitting in her chair, one leg crossed over the other, one arm crossed over her chest while the other rests on her chin, giving her the thoughtful appearance. There is a far away look in her eyes, currently displaying a super nova at the other end of the universe. Her eyes flashed and her eyebrows pinched, her frown deepening. She looked straight at Shadow without turning her head, who nodded.

"Four Corners of Arizona, Stonehenge, and Fuyuki, Japan," says Shadow. "Those are the only places left with a direct opening to Heaven. They were made for angels, so demons can't pass through. Specifically, they were made for angels without wings. Angels with wings can fly directly straight to Heaven if they wanted. Even the ones who can fly using telekinesis." She looked at Frieda. "However, angels without proper flight training can get lost, lose their wings, or worse, die and become stucj in the clouds of Heaven for eternity."

Frieda gulped. "I just thought I was really cool, and now, I think I'm totally lame."

Bry patted her friend on the back. "Its okay. So, what do we do now?"

Shadow and Nớtt exchanged glances. Hope looked between them suspiciously. "What's going on?"

"As you know, we can see the death visions of The Grim Reaper," started Shadow slowly.

"There is no way to avoid the deaths to come," mumbled Nớtt. Her eyes narrowed and she glared at the floor. "There are two ways we can do this without huge casualties: we approach one as an entire group and all die, or avoid the absolute worse and split up into three groups."

"Who dies?" asks Hope.

"We can't say," said Shadow simply.

"And why not?!" exclaimed Alice. "We deserve to know!"

"Its not our place to say! Besides, it really isn't your business," replied Shadow with a harsh glare. Alice glared back.

"I am not afraid of you, Dark Angel. These are our lives. We deserve to know if they're in danger."

"Of course they're in danger! They're in danger right now! Do not be selfish, Wishes Whispers! We are all at risk, not just you!" rumbled Nớtt. The room had gotten darker as the rage of the oldest archangel in the room increased. "Your whining is useless! Just like you were utterly useless running from those demons in the forest. You did nothing to fight back! If I recall correctly, you ran as fast as you could without doing a thing!"

"It was my-"

"Do NOT justify your actions when they do not deserve to be!"

Alice shut her mouth. Nớtt took a calming breath. "Can we at least have a hint?" squeaked Sierra.

Shadow nodded. Nớtt sighed. "This angel is one of the more powerful ones of the group."

Hope looked down. "It seems my time has come." Everyone looked at her questioningly. "The Reaper herself has told me of my fate. I shall not run from it. If I try, I will destroy everything we know. I shall accept my fate with open arms. But until then, I will do everything in my power to get you angels where you need to be."

Nớtt looked down sadly.

"So, let me get this straight," said Alice slowly. "You two can see what the Reaper sees? What's up with that?"

"Right. You don't know," said Shadow thoughtfully. "Okay. We shall explain. My real name is Nox. I just prefer Shadow."

"Like the Roman goddess of the Night?" said Sierra.

"Yes. To the Vikings, I was the goddess of Night as well," said Nớtt. "We are actually sisters, taking turns being goddesses of the Night to mortals throughout time. There was also Nyx."

"Oh, Nyx. I miss her," sighed Shadow.

"Nyx? The Greek goddess of the Night," said Ninel. "So the three of you are sisters?"

Shadow and Nớtt exchanged glances.

"Actually, Nyx has been long dead," said Shadow. "A long time ago, when she died, Nớtt and I were in anguish. We looked for a way to get her soul back faster. Then, we realized, 'Wait a sec, we are Lords of the Night. We have enough power to take her soul and place it in something else.' Thus, we met with God and talked about creating an angel that could watch over the souls and manage the list of the dead. And so, the idea of The Grim Reaper was born."

"So all this is your fault?" asked Hope. Wow, thought Bry, even Hope is surprised.

"Not really. God denied the idea. But that doesn't mean Lucifer eventually heard about it," mumbled Nớtt crisply.

"Lucifer made a deal with Nớtt to create the ultimate weapon," said Shadow. Everyone gasped.

"I swore that would be the last time I made a deal with a demon. However, yesterday, I had to. I had no choice. It was Miyako's choice."

Everyone was silent until Shadow continued: "Nớtt was the one that forged Mortem all those centuries ago. Nyx's life force was Mortem's darkness. Lucifer decided to create the Angel of Death. Thus, he found the perfect elf to do this. Layla aided Lucifer in his mission. Instead of creating an angel, he mocked God and made a demon. He even named her the Angel of Death even though she's a demon. Ever since Sakura found Mortem in Tartarus, in what was once Nyx's domain, the three of us have been connected. And then, Mortem's soul became one with Sakura when she over threw Satan."

"Long story, eh?" mumbled Nớtt. Frieda frowned. The dark angel certainly isn't her usual flirtatious self. Nớtt then stood up. "There is only two ways to do this. We either go as a group and all get killed or split into groups of three and take less casualties. What shall it be, angels?"

Frieda sighed. "I vote for groups."

"I second the motion," said Geno. She finally decided to speak up. "Hope?"

Hope grumbled to herself before answering. "I support this as well. This not going to end well though. I have heard rumors in Hell. The spirits down there are starting to get excited. You know what that means, right, Nớtt?"

The dark angel nodded and swallowed hard. "Of course," she said. "I know. You would be surprised how often I am down there."

Shadow looked at the rest of the silent angels with a silent glare if disapproval. "Will you all not speak?"

"Yay or nay?" said Sin D, suddenly walking in. "We all die, or only a few? Don't be cowards. Speak!"

Everyone is surprised Sin D has been eavesdropping, but they all shrugged it off. The Huntress looked over at Nớtt silently. She must have figured out who the one dying is. Frieda shrugged to herself.

"Come on, you lazy butts! Bryony!"

Bry growled. "Fine! Let's do this. I don't want anyone to die. But if we don't do this and we avoid it, the universe could come to an end like you said. I'm all in for it, even though I don't think its right."

Everyone else nodded.

"Very well," said Nớtt. "First, this is what we are going to do: Estrella, Kyoya has already taken Gingka and Madoka to Heaven. You will seek an audience with God and request The Huntress be granted access to Heaven. Take her there once you do. We will need her to train the angels in Heaven. This safe haven has been compromised. Second, we will split up into three groups and each head for a portal to Heaven. The groups will be lead by us three leading archangels. Hope, Nox, and I will be leading the groups there."

"Please don't use my real name."

"As I was saying-"

"Ugh. Sisters!"

"Ahem, again, ahem, as I was saying, we will then travel to the Heaven Portals. Do we all understand. For the rest of the day, I want you all to rest and get ready. This journey will require all your strength. Estrella, tonight, you should head to Heaven to seek the permission we need."

"Gotcha."

"Angels," said Shadow, "I want you all in bed by 8:00 pm tonight. I then want you up and fully packed and ready by 6:30 am tomorrow morning."

All the angels nodded. As they walked out, Frieda sighed in relief. There was too much tension in there. It feels nice to breath air that's not polluted with Nớtt dark rage energy. And Shadow's. Hope was okay, but she can get terrifying too. Estrella...she's not too sure about that.

For the rest of the day, the angels did as they were told. Night time came, and Estrella left for Heaven. The angels went to bed in their cabins. However, that night, nobody slept so well, and their dreams were plagued by nightmares.

* * *

><p><span><strong>Somewhere on Earth...<strong>

Estrella wandered the desert landscape around her, Sin D walking beside her. The Huntress has a machine gun in each hand, loaded and ready to fire with special bullets she created to kill demons. Her single eye wandered the desert.

"I used to live here," she mumbled. "Well, I _will _live here."

"That's right. You're a time traveler," said Estrella wistfully. Sin D nodded.

"I have a knife that allows me to jump time periods."

"How old are you really?"

Sin D glared at the angel. "Why would you care?"

Estrella looks somewhat offended. "I was just curious! Fine, fine. Okay, what time period are you actually from?"

Sin D shrugged. "I'm actually from King Arthur's time. I lived in a small village that was attacked by demons. And then the angels came. These were ancient angels."

"I remember that day. I was there."

"Really?"

Estrella nodded. "It was a very bloody night."

"I lost my eye that night. But I also gained the knife. It fell from an angel's belt. When the angel saw I picked it up, he told me to keep it. He then blessed my lost eye." She lifted the eye patch and revealed a glowing red orb. Estrella almost screamed.

"I-I know that color," she whimpered. "Tell me, Sin D, who blessed you? What did this angel look like?"

Sin D thought back to the time. "He was golden. Why?"

Estrella paled. "That was no angel," she whispered. She turned away, her eyes wide and scared, and found the corners where Arizona, Utah, Colorado, and New Mexico will meet in the future. She touched it and a white magic circle appeared. "We cleared out the demons here, but I'm sure more will appear. We should get going. The circle will keep demons away while we're not here guarding it. Stay here while I go and ask permission for you to enter from God."

She walked into the middle of the magic circle and in a burst of white light, disappeared. Sin D thought about the angel's behavior. She shrugged. Angels are confusing. They've momentarily cleared the portals. She sent a magic message to the others to tell them that everything is ready.

* * *

><p><span><strong>Back at the Training Camp...<br>**

Nớtt sits at a normal desk, examining papers, her evening colored eyes now showing a sun blowing up somewhere. Shadow approached her, checking her personal gear and turning it into shadows. The Dark Angel examined the darkest angel.

"You look uneasy," she said, adjusting the gauntlet on her right arm. She leaned against the wall of the cabin. Nớtt nodded.

"I'm afraid."

"Well, that hasn't happened in a long time. You know who's coming. And I know that you know that she's sending _him _and Masaru."

"She's going to send Blaze too. Possibly Nightmare to accompany her." Nớtt looked at Shadow with sad night time eyes. Shadow felt like melting.

"I'm sorry, Nớtt."

"I'm more worried about you. Don't act like how it was with Nyx."

Shadow gave her older sister a lopsided smile. "Don't worry. I learned my lesson."

Nớtt smiled. "Good. Now get some sleep, sister. We have a big day tomorrow."

"You better get some sleep too, sister. I don't want you half asleep in the morning. You better be in bed in half an hour. Remember, this is still _my _camp."

"Yes, General Shady."

"Don't call me that!"

"Goodnight."

"Shut up!"

The next morning, the angels awoke and they all met up in the courtyard. Shadow and Hope went over the information Sin D sent them and went over the dangers and a brief list about the rules of combat. The angels were ready to fall asleep by the time the archangels finished her speeches. Nớtt cleared her throat to gain the angels' attention.

"Attention, angels," she started, "as you know, we are going to be splitting up into three groups. I have determined the groups based on compatibility and abilities."

"We're definitely not together," teased Bry, elbowing Frieda in the side. The red head glared at Bry. She is NOT in the mood for jokes today, and everyone can sense her dangerous mood. Though she's usually cheery, everyone has either witnessed or heard about her angry side.

And nobody wants to be on her angry side.

Hope stepped forward. "These are the groups. The two angels traveling with me are Sierra and Alice. Going with Nớtt is Frieda and Ninel. Going with Shadow are Bry and Geno. Do we understand?"

Everyone nodded.

"Furthermore," said Shadow, "my group will be heading to Stonehenge. Hope's is going to Four Corners, and Nớtt's is going to Fuyuki. Are we clear?"

Everyone nodded.

"Okay. We will see you, angels. Try and stay alive."

That was a comforting thought. They split into their respective groups and Shadow opened the top of the barrier. The three archangels concentrated and a giant magic circle appeared under them. The immediately shot through and into the air, soaring towards a place somewhat close to their designated location.

* * *

><p><span><strong>In the Underworld...<br>**

Sakura stared at her crystal ball, watching the events at the training camp unfold, just without the surround sound. Her golden eyes narrowed at the crystal. She growled. They must be planning on running to Heaven. Does this mean they found the locations of the remaining portals already? She cursed. Stupid Shadow and her ability to sense concealed places. And Nớtt too.

Now she's also beginning to regret letting Hope go. She should have just traded Geno and arrange Shadow's death in exchange for Hope. She should have done it that way. With that way, she wouldn't have to be going through all this stress. She sighed.

"What is our move now, Saru? Do we use him for this?"

Masaru is leaning on a pillar in the throne hall, petting a raven perched on his finger.

"His feathers resemble Miyako's hair, no? So black and soft~"

Sakura sighed. She's dealing with a love-sick puppy. "Saru, I asked you a question."

Her older brother glared at her. "I heard you, Sakura. I think that we should at least try and stop them. With them split into groups, they're making it extremely difficult to kill them all at once. But this is also an advantage. It finally gives us good reason to use the King of Spirits, the King of Champions, the King of Legends. If you want me to, I will go as well. I option Blaze go as well."

"I'll give you Hope," grumbled Sakura. "You have an advantage against her. She won't be able to use her wings. Though, she may have developed ways to resist your gravity. Father did..."

"Yes, but, sister, Father is the first fallen angel. He knows all secrets behind secrets. It should have been no surprise."

Sakura's golden eyes moved their way to look at him. "But it was," she said rather simply. Masaru nodded.

"I know."

"Who should we assign him to?"

Masaru was silent. "Nớtt. She possess the greater threat. We need her eliminated first. I have grown soft. I could not finish her even if I tried."

Sakura smirked. "I know. That's why I'm giving you to Hope." She waved her hand and a chess board appeared from shadows. "After all, once the queen is down, they will all fall down. They sense when the other dies. Hope will be distraught, and you will have your opening. Kill her without mercy."

"What about the other angels?"

"Alabaster will be watching. If they try and get away, he will chase them."

"Yeah, they totally won't survive," he said, sarcasm laced within his voice. Sakura laughed.

"Yes. It will be to boost their confidence. I will let them go to Heaven. That is where every angel on Earth is going. These angels will be the first to get to the portals. Once they get through, any other angel that appears, either kill or capture. Do you understand?"

Masaru nodded. "Miyako will hate me if she learns we talked about this."

Sakura scowled. "She knows that this is a war. She will understand. Its not like you really want to, right?"

Masaru was silent. "To be completely honest, I'm happy about this. I have been missing the beautiful crimson of angel blood for a long time."

Sakura smiled. "Then be happy. Now go. Relay the plan to the others. Also, tell the King of Spirits to follow the plan, or else I will kill him and consume his dark soul myself."

Masaru nodded and walked away and into the shadows. Sakura leaned back in her chair, changing back from her fighting attire to her causal lazy attire. She moaned in pain. Taking in so much dark energy at once was suicide. She feels awful. Of course she's not dying, but she certainly feels like it! So this is what a stomach flu feels like? She smirked. The crystal ball floated closer and she prepared herself to watch the show.

This is going to be extremely entertaining.

* * *

><p><span><strong>Unknown location Number 1<strong>**-****Nớtt's Group****...**

Nớtt, Frieda, and Ninel trudged through a dark forest. Its night time, the moon being the only source of light. Even though its night time, Nớtt seems to be radiating. Not just radiating a dark light, but radiating power. Frieda is still unnerved by the amount of power the dark angel possesses during the day. However, she's just plain terrified how powerful she becomes during the night. Instead of gaining power from the sunlight, Nớtt seems to gain power at night. Probably because she _is _night, but Frieda can't help but shiver.

Then again, it is _really _cold.

As they continued to walk, Nớtt leading their small procession, paused. Her eyes flashed a deep navy blue, and blood splattered against a nearby tree. The two angels looked at the archangel questioningly with horrified faces.

Nớtt shrugged. "They were demons. I was merely eliminating a problem that could be an obstacle in the future."

Frieda and Ninel nodded slowly. Their group leader seems to not be in a very good mood tonight. They continued. Frieda found pass time by staring at the folds of Nớtt's gown. It reflected the night sky, and her navy hair reflects the darkness of the bottom of the ocean. Her skin is shining like the moon, and her eyes show a cluster of stars. The three lines under her right eyes look particularly gruesome tonight.

They broke through the treeline, revealing a clearing on top of a mountain that overlooked the old town of Fuyuki. Frieda sighed. Such a beautiful place in a world crumbling. Ninel walked to stand behind her.

"Nớtt is acting quite odd tonight, hmm?"

Frieda nodded, watching the dark angel stare at the moon sadly, a far away look in her night time eyes. "You think its because of the person who's dying?"

"Maybe," whispered Ninel. "If we need to fight, though, we'll need her focused. I don't think she is all that...into the mission."

"Well," said Frieda, "there's a lot on her mind right now. Who knows? Shadow could be the one dying. Hope could be the one who dies. She even said she would. Hope, I mean."

Ninel nodded. "I see your reasoning. I guess we shouldn't be so hard on her."

As the two talked, Nớtt stared at the east. She's glaring, in fact. "Cam and get me," she whispered.

Ninel and Frieda looked over at her. "Did you say something?" asked Ninel.

Nớtt shrugged. "I guess."

Frieda sighed and walked over to the archangel, grasping her shoulder. "Nớtt, if you need to talk, I hope you know that we're here for you."

"There isn't much time left," she said wistfully.

"For what?" asked Ninel in total confusion.

"For you all," said a masculine voice.

The three angels whirled around. Frieda covered her eyes. The source of the voice was nothing but golden brightness, standing on the edge of a cliff above them. The light faded to a faint aura surrounding a man. Frieda's eyes widened. He's beautiful!

Nớtt scowled, however. "Azazel."

The man pouted. "Aw, Nớtt, my beautiful Night. Aren't you happy to see me?"

Nớtt's scowl deepened. "I never am."

The man laughed. "Of course!" He smirked. "You've always hated me. Then again, not always, eh?"

Nớtt glared at him. "Yes, before you fell, before you became heartless."

"I fell for our friend Lucifer!" he growled. "He was your friend, after all."

"Lucifer is not my friend. He betrayed God!" she screamed. She sent a blast of purple, black, and blue darkness towards him. He shimmered and disappeared. He then reappeared thirty feet in front of them. Frieda can now see him better.

The man has a light tan and stands around 6'4 with pointed ears. He has bright red eyes that seems to glare when he's not glaring. His smirk reveals sharp fangs and he possesses a demented aura. wearing long golden chains from his right ear while a single stud is in his left. The tips of his swept up hair steadily turns red. He's wearing full golden armor, and his entire being seems to be giving off a golden glow.

He gave a mocking bow to the dark angel, smirking as he did. Nớtt glared, her eyes showing a star exploding.

"I can see that, my dear," he said with his smirk growing.

Nớtt glared heavily. Shadows erupted from around her as she stood in one place. Azazel's smirk grew into wicked grimace. He was suddenly surrounded in white shadowy tendrils of light. Frieda shivered. She and Ninel felt the energy around the two becoming more powerful. The red head now feels like an ant compared to these powers. She's a mosquito.

Nớtt suddenly looked at the two younger angels, eyes wide and panicked. "RUN!"

The two angels overcame their surprise and turned and ran. Frieda kept telling herself to not look back, no matter what

Once they thought they were at a safe distance, they turned to watch the battle.

The archangel and demon are now circling each other, sizing the other up, trying to measure strengths and weaknesses.

Nớtt stared Azazel in the eyes. This physique is impressive, muscles attached to every part of his body. His red eyes seemed to stare in to her eyes. She has to find the weak point before he finds hers. She saw it: his armpit. If she could hit him there...

Nớtt surrounded her hand in inky black darkness. She charged Azazel. He was more than ready, his hands already enclosed in his white tendrils. Nớtt aimed a bunch for his face and he waved the whiteness through the air, completely blocking Nớtt's strike. Her other hand was engulfed in shadows and she aimed another punch for his side. Azazel saw this coming. He swept a kick and tripped the archangel. Nớtt boosted herself in to the air, performing a kick and sending a sweep of blackness. Azazel smirked, blocking the attack with another shield of light.

Frieda bit her nails. She's never seen the dark angel so evenly matched before. Ninel looks somewhat nervous too. If this demon was waiting for them, then who else is waiting for the others?

Nớtt smirked as she spaced herself from the demon. "What's wrong, honey? You're hiding behind your spirits?"

Ah, that's what's up. Frieda can see it now. The white tendrils isn't light. No, rather, they are the spirits of the dead. Azazel laughed.

"Of course! You continue to cower in the shadows, Lady of the Night. I am simply copying."

"That is your nature," growled Nớtt. "We are only being what we truly are: spirit and darkness."

"A perfect fit, don't you think?" said Azazel, spreading his hands. He smiled sickeningly. Frieda frowned. A smile like that doesn't deserve to be on such a handsome face. If her Massamoomoo smiled like that...she would most likely beat him in fear. She almost laughed at the thought.

Almost.

Azazel marched forward, as did Nớtt. The short woman came chest-to-chest with the demon, her glaring up at him, and him smiling devilishly down at her. "Let us stop testing each other, oh, goddess."

Nớtt scowled. "I am no goddess. The vikings said that no matter what I told them. 'Angel, goddess, what is the difference?' They had a hard time believing me when I told them there is only one God and I am His loyal soldier."

"And for your loyalty, I am sure you will be greatly rewarded," said Azazel with a mocking chuckle.

Nớtt's star-filled eyes narrowed at the golden demon. "Maybe. Maybe not."

"I think not," growled Azazel before surging forward with spirits curled around his hand. Nớtt barely managed to spin to the side and dodge the attack. Darkness erupted from her hands as she spun, hitting Azazel square in the stomach. He was sent flying back. Unfortunately, he landed on his feet expertly. He smiled at Nớtt.

"Its been such a long time since we last tangled. Tell me, how fares our twins?"

"WHAT?!" screamed Ninel and Frieda in question.

"Awful," replied Nớtt simply. "Nico has been miserable. Our gifts to him has left him the outcast of the angels. He is very sad. Then there's Lucida, who is equally miserable. However, she is more accepted among the angels than her brother."

"I am totally confused," muttered Ninel. "You?"

"Uh-huh," replied Frieda, slowly nodding her head.

Azazel took notice of the angels five-hundred meters away, which is probably not a good thing. "Oh, my lovely angels, I was once an angel. I fell, along with Lucifer, when the Rebellion first started. Before that, Nớtt and I were what you call...an _item_. We even had twins: Nico and Lucida, The Dark Twins. They are beautiful children. Lucida even has Nớtt's eyes."

Nớtt snarled. "How much of a disappointment their father has been. You abandoned them when they needed you the most. And then, you go tempting them to fall! At least they are true to God! UNLIKE YOU, YOU WRETCHED FILTH!"

A column of inky blue, black, and purple erupted around Nớtt. Azazel's eyes slightly widened. He took one step back.

One.

Of course, next thing any of the angel's knew, he threw himself in the darkness, surrounded by his white spirits. There was an eruption, shadows and spirits lashing out in a single wave. Frieda and Ninel flew back ten feet from the force. When they managed to sit back up, they were met with the sight of Azazel and Nớtt deadlocked in a struggle of strength, shadows billowing from the dark angel's being, white tendrils from Azazel.

Their eyes were locked only on each other as they held their hands out towards the other. Frieda has never seen the Lady of the Night so serious. She wasn't all that serious even when she took down Kasumi. Ninel is afraid if either she or Frieda spoke a word, it would distract the archangel and condemn them all to death. Frieda glanced at Ninel, and Ninel to Frieda, a silent message being exchanged between them.

Nớtt and Azazel simultaneously stopped their attacks. They walked around each other in circles, continuing to size each other up, wild looks in their eyes. Nớtt's navy orbs are hazed over in blood lust, and Azazel's gleamed a bright bloody red, eager to spill the angels' blood across the mountain side.

"Afraid?" growled Nớtt, her voice so deep it made the two other angels shudder.

Azazel sneered. "You wish."

Nớtt stopped in her tracks. "Then I see no reason why either of us should hold back. Let us have a _fair _all-out battle."

Azazel chuckled evilly. He had also stopped pacing in circles like a wild dog. His head tilted to the side and a maniacal look flashed through his eyes. "Same," he grumbled. "By all means, my love, do get dressed. It has been millennia since I have seen you completely dressed in your armor."

"'My love?"' said Frieda with an arched eyebrow. "Messed up."

"Armor?" asked Ninel. "Why haven't we seen it?"

Now its Nớtt's turn to sneer. "I will not hold back tonight. You invoke the wrath of a being almost as old as God himself. You will be tormented."

"You sure?" said Azazel, a creepy smile plastered on his face.

An expression flashed through Nớtt's hazy blue eyes. It had passed so quickly, Frieda is unsure what that feeling was. She has a bad feeling about this battle. Fear began to rise in her chest. This demon _screams _absolute crazy power. What if Nớtt can't beat him? What will they do if she falls in to shadow, never to return until the end of time. She has heard rumors of how an angel's reincarnation works. They come back as the same, but the amount it takes for them to come back depends on how powerful the angel was and how old the angel was before death.

And factoring those in to Nớtt's case, she might as well come back in one million years!

Shadows crept down Nớtt's arms. She grasped the shadows in her hands. The shadows kept going. They curved, forming jags in the longest, steeper curve. The shadows in each hand solidified, creating twin blades that are mixes of obsidian, granite, and diamond, along with...Tartainium Maximanimus!

Azazel eyed the weapons. "Those are new," he said, nodding his approval. "Where did you get the Tartarus metal?"

Nớtt scowled. "Like you, I have many connections. Besides, my sister used to rule there. Her palace, the Palace of Night, is still there. I can go whenever I want. Sakura has no say in it, even if she does rule that part of the Underworld. Though, now, she rules much more than a pit, doesn't she?"

"Its only natural," said Azazel with a shrug. "She's more powerful than Lucifer."

"With the aid of the spirit of Nyx," noted Nớtt.

Azazel glared. "That may be true, however, she could have done it without Nyx's spirit."

The dark archangel smirked in amusement. "There was no way. Now, Azazel, you wish to fight. A fight you shall get."

Nớtt's entire form shimmered with shadow. Blackness surrounded her. When it faded away, she was in a full battle getup. Her silver crown steamed with darkness, a dark black diamond dead in its center with black pearls around the band. Her hair has been tied up in a high pony tail. The long straight stands in front of her pointed ears are left free, and her bangs hang between her eyes and frames her face. She's wearing a black band around her chest, a silver breastplate tied around her upper chest with black leather buckles. Her stomach is left exposed, except for the black cloth (Frieda thinks its spandex) on her sides. There are black studs around Nớtt's belly button in the shape of a crescent moon. She's wearing silver shoulder guards and her entire arm is covered in black cloth. Her fingers are left free and silver gauntlets and armor on her forearms are attacked to the cloth. A silver hip guard sits atop her hips. A white cloth is attacked to the front, covering the black shorts underneath. Black cloth is attacked to both sides, and a silver plate wraps around the side cloths to cover her back end. Her black leather boots have silver grieves on the front, and her toes now have steel tips.

She held her weapons backwards, the blades behind her arms and pointing at the moon which is right above them.

Frieda and Ninel's mouths dropped open.

Azazel sighed. "You're so beautiful. Now I remember the days we used to fight side-by-side with each other. Those were the best times."

"Indeed," replied Nớtt slowly, sliding into a position in which she holds one blade straight out in front of her and the other close to her face.

Azazel's shoulders sagged. "Too bad I have to kill you."

Nớtt scoffed. "Oh, please, the pleasure is all mine."

Azazel's sad expression turned into a wicked evil one. "Then allow me to retrieve my favorite weapon."

Nớtt's eyes widened. "No..."

Azazel's evil smirk grew wider. "Oh, yes." He held his hand out in front of him, palm facing the ground. A white magic circle appeared. Azazel called: "I summon the Holy Spirit, the most powerful of swordsman, and greatest king that has ever lived...Arthur Pendragon!"

The two other angels almost fangirled before remembering which side they're on.

The circle glowed white, and a man with blonde hair and blonde stubble wearing blue and silver armor raised from the circle. Arthur Pendragon stood before them, hands rested on the pommel of his sword which sits, the tip imbedded in the ground. His piercing blue eyes are hazy and lost looking, almost as if he's in a dream. His entire self seems to be faded to a grey shade of his colors. Arthur Pendragon looked sadly at the angels, almost like he's pitying them.

"No way," muttered Ninel. Frieda nodded. Nớtt looks unfazed.

"He's going to make a spirit do all the dirty work?" said Frieda. "Not cool!"

"Its not the spirit he's going to use," said Nớtt. "Its what the spirit possesses."

All eyes trailed to the sword.

"King of Knights, your sword?" asked Azazel, sounding mockingly polite. Arthur Pendragon handed the demon the king's famous sword Excalibur. The king seems to look sad as he handed his precious weapon away. Azazel handled the sword with ease. "You can leave now, Arthur." The spirit nodded and faded away back into the magic circle.

Azazel pointed the blue, silver, and gold sword at the archangel's heart. "First, my dear, I will kill you. Then, I will kill your ducklings."

The archangel continues to hold a void expression, her eyes betrayed her anger and hatred. "By all means," she said coolly, "come and get me."

The demon charged, bringing Excalibur above his head, a battle cry escaping his mouth. Nớtt blocked the blade using both of her own. She shoved him back and swept a kick through the air, darkness streaming from it. Azazel leaned to the side, avoiding the deadly blackness and thrust his sword forward. Nớtt smacked the blade away with her right blade, twisting around and swinging her left at Azazel's neck. The demon lifted Excalibur, blocking Nớtt's blade just above the hilt. He tilted Excalibur so that Nớtt's blade would slide down. She crouched, whirled, and kicked Azazel on the chin. He grunted in pain and managed to kick Nớtt in the side. She rolled a few feet away, but was instantly back on her feet.

Excalibur started to glow gold. Nớtt hissed. She's really tired of that color right now.

She trust her hand forward and Azazel went flying back. He smashed against the rocky side of the mountain. He grunted but soon released himself. he pointed Excalibur at the angel and a golden beam shot from it. Nớtt created a wall of darkness that snuffed out the light. She then turned it into a circular razor, like the blade of a power saw, and spun it towards the demon. The demon jumped out of the way and sent a wave of white at Nớtt. The angel engulfed them in shadow too.

She smirked with confidence. She charged Azazel, switching from backwards sword position to normal sword position. She brought both down on Excalibur, which stared to glow brighter and throb.

"Oh, Nớtt," grunted Azazel, "look at your heartbeat. Its getting mighty fast."

Now she sees it. Excalibur's bright throbbing _is _in time with her own heartbeat. Azazel spun, forcing Nớtt's blades to fall and bury themselves in dirt. He brought Excalibur down, but the angel rolled out of the way. She stood behind him. He whirled Excalibur in a fashion that would have decapitated Nớtt if she hadn't parried. She moved her weapons down, moving the Holy Sword with them, and then swept them for Azazel's head. He ducked and lifted Excalibur, aiming for Nớtt's exposed midriff. She spun out of the way almost too late. There's a small gash in her side, ripping the cloth that guarded her right side of her waist. She grunted. Black blood dripped from the wound. It also is glowing a faint gold.

The black blood on Excalibur's blade seeming to melt and combine with the sword. Azazel sighed. "That isn't good. The blade touched you."

Nớtt growled, nursing her wound with one hand, using the other to point one of her blades at Azazel's heart. "What is that supposed to mean, demon?"

"Oh, demoted me, have you?"

"You've _been _demoted."

"Ah, well. Whatever. That doesn't matter. I discovered a new power of Excalibur's."

Nớtt's eyebrows pinched. "Please, do care to elaborate."

Azazel smiled. "Of course, my love. Excalibur's blade has the ability to absorb an angel's soul. It really is quite useful. Especially for hunting angels."

Nớtt is furious. "You dare use such a weapon against me? What happened to The Devourer?"

He tilted his head to the side in amusement. "I'm saving the best for last." His bloody eyes lingered over to the other two angels. "You know of what I speak, don't you?"

Nớtt swung her blades around her in fast, intricate patterns. She held them in front of her, stepping between Frieda and Ninel and Azazel's gaze. She growled at him in challenge. Azazel's ears seemed to perk as he smiled from ear to ear. He swung Excalibur and charged, sword held above his head. Nớtt stepped to the side and let Azazel's own strength bring him down. She kicked him hard in the stomach, darkness swirling around her foot. He grunted as he flew back. The dark angel did a small slapping motion with her hand, and the demon went sailing into the mountain side. She flicked her hand up, sending Azazel in the air. When he was about to hit the ground, Nớtt flicked her hand to the right, forcing him to be dragged on the ground and slammed into a tree. He stood up and groaned.

Nớtt flicked her hand to the left, sending him sailing through the air and smacking in to another tree. Nớtt's lips curled up into a smile. She may yet survive this and get Frieda and Ninel out. They need to hurry. Only God knows what's waiting for them at the portal. Estrella and Sin D only cleared it a few hours ago.

Azazel managed to lift himself from the rubble, grab Excalibur, and run at Nớtt with super sonic speed. The archangel barely had time to block the attack. White spirits surrounded Azazel, screaming out, begging Nớtt to give up and run away, begging her to save them, begging her to even kill herself.

_No,_ she said to herself. _Suicide is a sin. And one I shall never commit. Never._

With a cry of defiance, she surrounded herself with darkness, pushing back the spirits. The darkness roared in her ears, and the cloths attached to her armor flew up around her. She growled. The whites of her eyes turned black. There was a lash of darkness that sent Azazel sailing. She slashed through the air with her blades, razors of darkness flying after the demon. Azazel grabbed hold of focus and slashed through every one of them with Excalibur.

Nớtt brought her blades down, but he managed a parry. He stepped back and swung his sword to his right, slipping them out from under the angel's blades. Nớtt's blades went down. He swung for her neck, but his blade merely cut through a shadow-gram.

"Rats," he muttered. "Her and her stupid shadow puppets."

Nớtt emerged from the darkness behind them, blades at the ready. She swung them down. He turned and blocked them both with the blade of Excalibur. He pushed her back. He meant to crush her against the mountain side, but she simply melted back with the shadows.

He cursed under his breath.

"No cursing," mumbled Frieda.

The demon and archangel continued to spar. Sparks flew, darkness shot through the night sky, and spirits wailed in agony. Golden flashes were seen as Azazel wielded the mighty Excalibur, and dark lightning flashed as Nớtt spun and slashed, her battle skirts dancing around her legs. They separated about ten feet, both poised and ready for the other to strike. Sweat dripped down Nớtt's chin, and sweat beaded on Azazel's forehead. They're both out of breath, their chests heaving. Azazel thought over his current situation.

He could summon a legion of the dead with the pendant Sakura gave him, but he doesn't want to waste one of the three tries on just _one _angel. Especially if this angel he could kill without the help of a few hundred zombies. They are both worn out. He sighed, running thirty different scenarios in his head on the finish of this battle, including the ones she could win. He smirked. She knows she won't be able to wind unless she's willing to be jabbed with Excalibur.

She charged, her blades held at her left side. He smiled. This is what he predicted.

Frieda is worried. She watched as Nớtt ran at Azazel, blades held ready, battle cry blood curdling, and her eyes so intense and wild, the red head is slightly afraid the archangel will have gone mad by the end of the battle.

Then, blood flew through the air.

Frieda watched, paralyzed.

Ninel stared, eyes wide and mouth opening in a scream.

Nớtt grunted. Azazel stared wide eyed. He then smirked.

He had stabbed Nớtt in the gut midair. She slid down to the hilt of the sword, screaming in agony. Blood dripped from her wound into a puddle on the forest floor. Blood trickled in a steady stream from the sides of her mouth. The blackness in her eyes turned back to white, and the erupting star in her eyes had faded to black. Her navy eyes hazed over as she glared at Azazel with hatred. Blood dripped down from her eyes.

Azazel leaned up and gently placed his lips on the archangels. He pulled away. "I will see you in Hell, my lovely nightshade."

Nớtt growled with a defiant look, more crimson fluid spurting from her mouth. Her white teeth are stained red, and the whites of her eyes are just as crimson. She tried to speak, but the pain coming from her abdomen is unbearable. Azazel twisted the sword, earning another scream. Excalibur began to glow. Nớtt's form started to fade.

"I love you," whispered Azazel sadly.

"I hope you die an awful death, cold and a-alone," gasped Nớtt. She glanced at the angels, one word relayed. _RUN!_

And Nớtt dropped her blades and faded into shadows. Excalibur's blade glowed a brighter gold.

"**NOOOOOOOOOOOOO!**" screamed Frieda. Her vision went red.


	31. The Crown of Light- Frieda's Awakening

**Disclaimer: Dear readers,**

**I am truly sorry for killing your favorite OC of mine and leaving a cliffhanger in the previous chapter.**

**Haha, not really. **

**I enjoy leaving cliffhangers.**

**Unfortunately, not killing people.**

**Figuratively. **

**I'm kidding.**

**Love,**

**Slayer **

**P.S. Enjoy the chapter :)**

**I also do not own Metal Fight Beyblade. Just my own characters.**

* * *

><p>Frieda's vision went red.<p>

Before Ninel could stop her, the red head was slowly walking down the hill in anger. Tears streamed from her eyes and loose rubble and leaves started to levitate. Ninel's eyes widened. Frieda's telekinesis isn't _that _strong. The miscellaneous objects were suddenly slammed down. More levitated, at least twice as much, and continued to pound into the ground, faster and faster each time. Frieda's teeth are clenching, her eyes are bloodshot from crying, and she's surrounded by a strange white aura.

Medium sized rocks are now floating in the air with sticks, piles if dirt, rubble, and leaves. She came closer and closer to the demon as he examined Excalibur.

"Oh, baby," he said. "Did the mean archangel hurt you?"

Frieda bent down and picked up Nớtt's shadowy blades and grasped them tightly. The tendrils of shadows curled around her hands. As they touched her skin, they started to turn white. In no time, the blades glowed a bright white, illuminating the setting around them. Azazel bothered to look up.

He smirked. "Well, Anarchy Angel Anael, what's this? Are you going to kill me?"

Frieda pointed her right blade at Azazel's heart. "Yes," she said in a deep monotone voice.

Azazel's face scrunched as he scoffed. "Tch. I see you're dead serious. Perhaps you would like to join Nớtt?" Frieda held up the twin blades in an X before her. Azazel glared. "I see. Very well. You obviously don't know how to use those. This will be easy."

"That's what you think," said Frieda, the irises of her eyes starting to fade, slowly, steadily, to a pale blue. Azazel looked her over with curiosity. He held his sword up. This girl really is serious. He inspected the floating objects around them. This is all her? Her power isn't as strong as Masaru's, but for an angel like her, it is very impressive. He smirked.

"I will enjoy killing you, angel."

He attacked. Frieda moved on instinct. She stepped to the side to avoid Excalibur. She swung both blades at Azazel's face. He moved his head out of the way, but she some how managed to inflict a light scratch on his cheek. A drop of blood slipped from the cut. He glared at the angel. Maybe she's better with the blades than he thought. He shrugged. No matter. He will end her quickly.

He raised Excalibur above his head and swung it down on Frieda. She dodged quickly, a small strand of hair getting cut off. She growled. She pounced from her crouching position, aiming the blades for Azazel's abdomen. He stepped to the side and kicked Frieda in the stomach. She rolled away in pain. She picked herself up, glared, and retrieved the blades. She got back up on her feet, her gaze on Azazel intensifying. Azazel smirked. She won't be so easy to keep down.

Meh. He likes feisty women.

She ran towards him, the blades held at her side. She slashed and he blocked, metallic ringing and sparks are heard and made. They became deadlocked, pushing against each other, trying to subdue the other. Frieda uttered a guttural growl. This amused Azazel. This woman is actually a lot of fun. She's very entertaining.

Frieda finds this guy annoying. Not only does he smirk whenever she does something, but he also has to be good with that sword. Frieda's eyes trailed down the blade of Excalibur to the hilt. Bright red blood is still stuck in the nook where blade met hilt. She felt like screaming. That's Nớtt's blood. Its just sitting there, useless, drying. If only she was here. Her anger boiled. She felt a surge of energy, and suddenly Azazel was sent flying back.

He growled. "Why you...you scratch my face and now my armor?!"

Frieda breathed heavily, both arms dangling tiredly by her sides. "Armor is meant to be broken."

Azazel stood up and wiped the blood off of his lip. He glared at the liquid on his hand. His eyes moved up to Frieda. "I will enjoy impaling you."

With a mighty war cry, he charged forward. Frieda held her ground. She trusts these blades. They are made out of material harder than Excalibur. She knows that she could break that sword. Only problem is, she's just guessing on how these weapons work. She's losing strength. Azazel harshly brought Excalibur down on Frieda's blades. She winced trying to keep the sword's blade from slicing through her skull.

Ninel almost ran to help. She stopped herself. No. This is Frieda's fight. She will only help unless its absolutely necessary. Frieda is a powerful angel. She can do this.

Frieda stared into Azazel's eyes. They're so red. She gasped. They're slitted. The slits narrowed at her, as if reading her mine. _Yes, we're here. You can die now. _She gulped. She does not like those eyes at all. Wait, eyes! She smirked, looking Azazel straight in the eyes.

"Luminous Beam!"

Azazel's eyes widened and he barely managed to jump to the side. He cursed. That brat has magic? Frieda smirked at him triumphantly. Nớtt would be proud. She charged him, the blades held at her side. She raised them above her head, screaming in challenge, her irises glowing a bright white. Azazel growled. This is it. He's going to stop playing with her. He pointed Excalibur at Frieda's chest, a golden beam shooting from it. Frieda's eyes widened in late realization. The blast impacted her stomach, sending her sailing into the side of the mountain.

She grunted in excruciating pain as she crumpled to the ground. Azazel frowned deeply as he strolled over to her, glaring at her as if trying to force her skin and flesh to melt under his gaze. He grabbed a fistful of Frieda's cherry-red hair and lifted her two feet off the ground. She screamed. Ninel held herself. Not yet. Frieda still has ways to get out of this.

Frieda glared heavily at Azazel. He held a glowing Excalibur to her throat. She opened her mouth to speak but he put the blade right up against her neck. Frieda shut her mouth, continuing to burn a hole in Azazel's forehead with the power of her imagination.

"I thought you were trying to avenge Nớtt?" he asked, almost mockingly. Frieda kept quiet. He smirked. "Oh, its okay, dear. You can reply. But if you utter a spell, I will slit your throat."

Frieda gulped. She can already imagine how she's going to get out of this. She can't do it right now. He's expecting her to. She has to talk to him, set him off balance, the way Slayer's Spanish teacher does before he calls on a poor unsuspecting student to speak Spanish in front of the entire classroom (;~;). She spit on his nose. He grimaced as he wiped it off. "I will. Don't you worry, your royal hignie."

Azazel laughed something wicked. Frieda cringed. So much hate. Mostly self hate. But why? What happened to make him hate himself so much? Azazel glared at her with a serene smile on his face. "I like you. Sure, Masaru's little pet is cute, but I think you're much more entertaining."

"Miyako? She's alive?" There's hope yet!

Azazel scoffed. "Of course. It seems my partner in crime has fallen in love with the stupid girl." He smirked. "Though I can see why. She has a pure heart, is truly sarcastic and egotistical, much like himself, and is a true beauty inside and out. You resemble her very much."

Frieda's cheeks turned red. The redness then disappeared. Masaru in love with Miyako? That's odd. That demon strikes her as cold and unforgiving. Though he probably has a soft side. Well, more like a soft spot.

Just for Miyako.

She growled. He still hasn't lowered his guard. She needs to keep him talking so that she could get free. Excalibur at her neck isn't helping much either. "How am I like her?"

Azazel smiled. "You are pure, and the fire of Heaven burns in you so brightly, its a wonder demons don't go blind before you."

Frieda scoffed. "Back at you, goldy."

Azazel laughed again. "What is with the pet names, my dear?"

"Oh, I don't know," she said in a sarcastic tone of voice. "Just trying to lighten the mood I guess. What? I can call you Captain Gilded Underpants. If you want."

He laughed again. "You're very entertaining."

"You know me. Life of the party," she said flatly, devoid of emotion. "I am such the stand up comedian."

"Of course," he said. Be brought down Excalibur and pressed it against her belly. "Let's see how well your guts crack jokes."

Now's her chance!

She swung her legs back and flipped over, making sure to step on his face. She boosted up in the air, using her telekinesis to summon the blades back to her hands. Azazel groaned in pain as he held his face in his hands. He removed his hand and grasped the hilt of Excalibur with both hands, a brown shoe mark on his tan face.

Ninel burst into a fit of giggles.

He groaned as Frieda floated. She extended a hand. "Diamond Rain!"

A cloud appeared, and diamonds started shooting toward Azazel. He glared at all the pieces of jewel hurtling towards him. Excalibur glowed gold and he slashed it across the space the diamonds rained down at him. A golden laser slashed out, destroying all the diamonds and striking Frieda. With a scream, she fell and landed on the ground. Hard.

She winced as she tried to move. Azazel approached, his eyes glowing red with rage, rubbing his hand against the shoe mark on his face with his hand. When he approached her, he kicked her hard in the stomach. She was sent flying back, screaming. When she landed, a small amount of blood trickled from her lip. Azazel approached her again. She tried to scoot away, but he kicked her in the stomach again. She rolled away, wincing in agony. He kicked her in the back. She screamed again. The ground below her glowed white and shadowy arms reached from the ground and grabbed her arms, legs, waist, neck, head, and hair. They held her firmly in place. She squirmed, unable to move.

Azazel walked over and cut a gash in Frieda's left thigh and right forearm. He then created a deep gash on her stomach. She screamed. Okay. Ninel knows its now time. She was about to attack when Frieda started glowing white. Her eyes turned completely white. She ripped herself from the spirits' grasps and lifted herself up. She's growling. She thrust out her hand, sending Azazel hurtling back. He grunted when he was slammed into a tree, then slammed into the ground and dragged over to the mountain side only to be smashed again.

He growled, sending a wave of spirits at Frieda. She was hurled into the air. She smashed into the ground. She lifted herself up, her eyes glowing a brighter white. She stood up and walked towards Azazel, picking up the blades as she went. She screamed at the demon in defiance. She will not be beaten! She must prevail! She will avenge Nớtt, the Lady of the Night! She can no longer protect the ice nymphs. She will protect them in her place. Tonight, she will defeat this demon and avenge every angel's soul that dwells within Excalibur, that cursed holy sword.

She suddenly felt like she couldn't move. She looked at Azazel bewildered.

"Not me," he said with a shrug, noticing her inability to move. He smirked, his lips curling up to reveal his sharp fangs. "But I might as well take advantage of this opportunity."

He was about to approach when Frieda was surrounded in a soft white light. Her eyes became a normal blue and she felt re-energized. What is this feeling? Who could possibly be doing this?

Azazel looked behind her and his eyes widened in...horror?

Frieda managed to turn her head and looked behind her. Her eyes widened.

Behind her stood a thirty-foot tall Nớtt, formed by nothing but white fire. every aspect of her glowed a bright white, her hair white flames, and she's somewhat transparent. The jewel in her crown that was once pitch black is now white. Frieda can almost imagining a scene of the night sky laid out in her pearly white eyes. Frieda gasped. "Nớtt? But how?"

Nớtt spread her hands. She smiled warmly, light illuminating everything around them. Azazel hissed and cowered back, shielding his eyes with his arms.

"I am not the angel you speak of," she said warmly.

"Then...who?" asked Frieda. She frowned. She sounded stupid.

"I am the Holy Ghost." Frieda's eyes widened.

"God?" she said slowly.

"I am confused," said Azazel.

"The Holy Ghost is also God and Jesus," said Frieda slowly. The Holy Ghost smiled.

"Frieda, you have done wonderfully."

"Are you here to help me?" asked Frieda, still trying to move. The Holy Ghost nodded.

"In a sense," she said.

"Why do you look like Nớtt?" asked Frieda. "You aren't here. She died. If you're the Holy Ghost, then why are you here looking like a fallen archangel?"

"Because she was something you just lost. You loved Nớtt, regardless of her arrogance. She was precious to all of you, and because of this love, I have taken her form, since I have no real form. I just take the form of someone who is or was dear to you." Frieda nodded.

"Why are you here? Are you here to smite him?"

The Holy Ghost laughed. "No. You are the one who must defeat him. If you can't now, then you will in the future."

"How? He's too strong!"

The Holy Ghost raised her arms and lifted Nớtt's crown from her head. The white fire the composed it solidified, creating the real crown. "This is the Crown of Darkness. The Lady of the Night requested that you be the next one to wear it while she is away. This supplied Nớtt with the necessary power needed to bring nightfall. It is the source of all darkness. Now, let is be the source of all light. I give you..." The Holy Ghost set the crown on Frieda's head. Frieda felt a surge of massive power. Tattoos all over her body burned and glowed white, shining through her clothes. There is a crown-like tattoo on her forehead, her collarbone, forearms, lower arms, back of the hands, stomach, thighs, and calves. Her ears grew pointed and her canines elongated. Parts of her cherry red hair streaked white and the irises of her eyes turned from blue to white. Beautiful pure white wings sprung from her back. "I give you, Frieda Love, Anarchy Angel Anael, the Crown of Light!"

White fire burst around Frieda. Her entire being glowed as bright as the sun. Azazel looked upon her in wonder. Frieda's hands moved on their own, pressing the blades together. They were surrounded in white fire and glowed, combining together to form a long sword. It glowed even brighter.

"Frieda Love," said the Holy Ghost, "you are the last true descendant of King Arthur Pendragon. You are the only being in the universe that could wield the true Holy Sword Excalibur. Behold, your weapon." The fire around the sword cleared, revealing a sword with a white blade and a golden hilt. The handle of the sword has a navy blue cushion for the hands. Frieda held it before her, the sharp end toward her. She marveled at its light and beauty. She looked at Azazel and pointed the tip at Azazel's heart. The demon growled.

"I have the only true Excalibur. King Arthur's spirit gives it to me alone!"

The Holy Ghost smiled as if knowing something Azazel doesn't...which is true. "Far back in time," said the Holy Ghost, "Nớtt went back to retrieve Excalibur and replace it with one almost just like it. She knew that you would one day come looking for it."

Azazel cursed. "She was always clever like that."

The Holy Ghost smirked. "Indeed. She was a genius. Frieda Love, use this power, for now, you are not just the Anarchy Angel Anael, you are The Bearer."

"The Bearer of what?" she wondered wistfully.

The Holy Ghost's smile widened. "You are The Bearer of the Holy Flames of Heaven. You command the most holy flames, Excalibur your weapon. Learn how to use the gift your new status as archangel has given you-the power I have given you. You are one of the seven archangels of the prophecy. Now, slay this demon. Save the world. I give you my blessing."

And the Holy Ghost disappeared. Frieda gazed upon Excalibur. The real Excalibur. She held it before her once more. She took a step and raised it above her head. "Now, Azazel," she said, her body becoming encased in an armor like Nớtt's, but brighter, and shining. She charged Azazel, screaming a battle cry. Azazel charged her too, holding his Excalibur over his head as well. They slammed their sword against each other. Azazel glowed a bright gold; Frieda glowed a bright white. She and Excalibur is surrounded in flames. She glowed brighter. Azazel did as well. Ninel's eyes widened. They're trying to overpower the other.

They both screamed, glaring at each other, pressing against each other, swords locked at the hilts and their shoulders touching. Frieda pressed harder, screaming louder, her fire glowing brighter as well as her eyes. Azazel pressed back, glowing an even brighter gold. They both raged, lighting up the area for one hundred miles. Frieda burst white, so white Ninel had to cover her eyes. Its so blinding. Azazel, with a final scream of rage, exploded in gold light. It overpowered Frieda's. By the time the light faded, Azazel looked around him, finding no trace of the angels. He screamed with rage. He looked down at his sword. The blade broke at the hilt. It seems at the last second, Frieda managed to overpower him by the tinniest bit.

She managed to break his Excalibur.

He cursed and threw away the remains of the sword. He's going to have to use The Devourer.

He walked off, looking over the town of Fuyuki. He hopes he bought Kasumi enough time to close the portal. Now, to force all three of them to Stonehenge...

* * *

><p><strong>Are you all happy now? (Fang!) Tell me what you think :D<br>**

**Also, I now have a DeviantArt! Expect me to start posting concept art of all the characters XD And I might possibly turn this into a graphic novel as well as continue posting chapters on here. Teehee. Tell me what you think! XD  
><strong>

**HERE COMES DA SLAYA!**


	32. The Prophecy of the Seven Saviors

**Disclaimer: I do not own Metal Fight Beyblade! I will soon begin posting artwork on DeviantArt! My username is still the same, no worries. I shall forever be the Slayer! Except on Adventure Quest Worlds. There I am DeathShadowXXX. But that was before FanFiction XD**

**After I finish the concept art on DeviantArt, expect the cover, title page, and prologue. I will try and post them all at once. I also do not have my artwork sortable on there *because I need stupid premium membership! RAAAAAHHHH!* so I might also make a Pinterest...under the same name. As always. **

**So that's that! I will do the chapter page if needed along with one page every week.**

**Once the concept art is done and I get all of your approval. **

**"Yeah! That's exactly what she looks like!" kind of approval.**

**Enjoy! Make sure to check my DeviantArt! I might post something tonight, even if it isn't concept art. I might post a Supernatural pic...maybe *wink wink*  
><strong>

* * *

><p>Miyako stretched and yawned. She sat up and rubbed her sore back. Masaru is gone. She touched the spot where he slept. Cold. He's been gone for a while. Miyako's eyebrows pinched. Why did he leave? Sakura probably sent him off on a mission.<p>

She felt a sudden pang in her head, and an image of Nớtt dying flashed through her mind. She glared at the wall in anguish. She, of all angels, died? That glowing demon that killed her...that must be the demon that Saru talked about. The demon that's almost as dangerous as him. Miyako slammed her fist against the wall. She created a crack and sighed. Pouting about it won't bring Nớtt back. She might as well wander around the castle and gather information.

She looked at a black feather pendant on a brown leather cord around her neck. She rubbed her thumb against the grooves of the feathers, thinking back to a conversation she had with Masaru not too long ago.

_He had given her the pendant while they sat in bed after they came inside. "Miyako," he started, "this is a special pendant Lucifer gave me." Miyako scrunched her nose in disgust. He smirked. "Its okay. I want you to have it though. It holds the power to summon a legion of the dead three times. It will also hide your wings and halo while you're down here. You know, to keep you safe. I don't want anything bad to happen to you." He kissed her. "Sakura has given you freedom to wander the castle. Everywhere except her room, the War Room, and her library. Or the throne room. Everywhere else is fine. Just don't pick fights with other demons. That may give you away._

Miyako sighed again. She didn't like being cooped up like this anyway. She stood up and dressed in her a black hoodie over a purple tank top, black skinny jeans, black combat boots, her silver angel wing pendant, and a simple black belt. She stuck her hands in her hoodie pockets and wandered over to the door. She opened it and walked down the hallway. She eventually came to a large black hall with wide arched windows to her right. She saw all of Hell out that window. She looked up and saw all the damned souls being tortured. She winced. Miyako has no idea why Sakura enjoys torture so much.

Miyako continues down the hallway. She passed a large dark door and heard grunts of pain and pings of metal. She cracked the door open by an inch and stared through. Iron and Kasumi are training. Iron swung her large sword at Kasumi, who ducked under and swiped with her trident. Miyako sighed. The younger demon's form is off.

She opened the door and strolled right in. Iron and Kasumi looked at her, alarmed. Iron glared and Kasumi smiled.

"Hey, Miya!" said the naiad with a wave. Miyako smiled back. She has learned that Kasumi could actually be a good person, despite being a demon and wanting to rule the universe and kick the angels out of Heaven so that God could be alone and outnumbered.

Though she knows that will never happen.

Kasumi ran right over and wrapped her arms around Miyako's waist. Miyako smirked and pet the younger girl's hair. She nodded at Iron, who scoffed and turned away.

"What do you want, Child of Hydra?" asked the iron demon coldly, steel-grey eyes full of anger and annoyance.

"To spar," replied Miyako simply. "Is that okay?"

Iron looked down in thought. "You are under Masaru's protection. If I actually hurt you, I will most likely be killed. Sakura would make sure my spirit goes to eternal torture. I guess we can spar. I am at a great disadvantage."

Miyako smiled. "Don't worry. I'll go easy in you."

Iron smirked. "We'll see."

Iron held her sword before her while Miyako flashed and changed into her battle armor. Miyako slid into position, holding up her large buster sword. She remembers how strong this demon is. Miyako remembers how strong she was herself at the time. She is much stronger then. Miyako's eyebrows furrow. She knows she can take down this demon. She looked over to Kasumi, who gave her a thumbs up and a smile. Miyako smiled back.

Iron raced forward for an attack, sword held low to her side. Miyako dodged and tripped Iron, who boosted herself off the ground with a single hand and landed on her feet gracefully. Iron's wings twitched. They extended to their full size and beat down, lifting Iron into the air. Miyako tried to feel for her own wings. She again cursed her father for not having any.

Iron tilted her head to the side. "Its interesting how you're an iron angel but the only ability you have even close to iron is turning your skin hard. Where did the poison ability come from?"

Miyako sighed. "My dad was a poison angel and my mom was a human with a few iron-based abilities," she replied simply.

Iron looked her over and sniffed. "Your light has a small spot of darkness, Child of Hydra. Who was your mother and father?"

Miyako thought back to the fire. That was such a long time ago. "My father was the Poison Angel Kuro, and my mother was Misaki Matsubara. Why?"

Iron and Kasumi exchanged glances. Iron then smirked. "I knew it...we're distantly related!"

"WHAT?!" exclaimed Miyako.

"You could say I'm your long lost cousin," said Iron with a smile. "Its final! I'm going to teach you how to use your iron powers! That way, a fight between us would be much fairer, and you could train with your hubby with a much more less likely chance of getting flattened forever!"

Miyako is totally confused. She doesn't understand. "How is an angel and a demon related?"

"Think about it," said Kasumi, "Sakura and Alex were related while one is a demon and the other was an angel. Its totally possible."

"That didn't quite answer my question," said Miyako slowly. "How. Are. We. Related?"

Iron sighed and floated down to the ground. "The Matsubaras were once a family of demons that served Lucifer. Your mother, Misaki Matsubara, was of demonic decent. I'm afraid Lucifer killed your father long ago in an attempt to take you and raise you as a demon. He couldn't let the last member of the Mastubara clan slip away. Not again."

Miyako sank to her knees. So that's why she's somewhat feared in Heaven. Other angels think she's dangerous. That also explains why Hope dodged all Miyako's questions about her family.

Everything makes sense now.

Kasumi had a thoughtful expression. "Wasn't Kuro the one who wrote the scr-"

Iron clapped her hand around Kasumi's mouth, silencing her. "Sumi, we're not aloud to talk about that."

Kasumi nodded.

Miyako stared at the two. This is strange, even for them. Something is going on here...

Iron turned to Miyako. "So, how about we figure out how to control that armor of yours better, hmm?"

* * *

><p>Miyako flopped on the bed, exhausted. Her day training with Iron was rigorous. Not even Shadow is that cruel!<p>

Shadow. She wonders how everyone is doing. Other than Nớtt dying, of course. She wonders what the details of her death are. There was that golden man. He was most likely a demon. Someone cleared their throat.

"Masaru?" said Miyako, hope in her voice. She glared. "Oh. Sakura."

Sakura looks hurt. "I thought we're good now, Miya. I've forgiven you for your past...boo boos. We can be friends now." Sakura sat on the edge of Miyako's bed. Miyako scooted away a bit.

"Where's Masaru?" asked Miyako. The question came out harsher than intended. Sakura sighed.

"I sent him on a mission."

"For?"

Sakura gazed at Miyako, golden eyes flashing. "I can't tell you that. But I can let you watch. He's having a bit of trouble finding his target. Once he does, I will send Diamante to pick you up from wherever you are so you can watch what happens." Sakura smirked. "I think I'll enjoy the surprise on your face. For now, I'll let you sleep."

* * *

><p>Miyako has never had her hair brushed for her before. Especially by the Devil herself.<p>

Sakura sat behind Miyako, humming happily as she ran a scarlet brush through Miyako's hair. Miyako just sat frozen in place, waiting for Sakura to slit her throat any moment. Sakura finished brushing the snarls.

"I wonder what your hair would look like straightened?" she wondered aloud.

"Uh, straight?" said Miyako.

Sakura smirked. "I'm sorry. Of course." She continued to brush the angel's hair.

"What is up with this behavior, Sakura?" asked Miyako, kind of afraid. Sakura's shoulders slumped.

"What? I can't be a girl once in a while? Demons like to do this stuff too, Miyako. Its just most of us are tomboys who enjoy killing stuff."

"You mean like you?"

Sakura growled and bonked Miyako with her scarlet plastic hairbrush. "Oi! Girls just wanna have fun! Why can't I have fun?"

"Because you rule Hell," said Miyako, covering her head to avoid the brush. She got bonked on the nose instead. "Hey! Cut it out!"

Sakura giggled. "Just let me have fun! I never got to do this stuff with Satan around! Masaru wouldn't let me brush his hair either."

Miyako giggled. "That's funny because he lets me."

Sakura sat back. "Yeah, well, he's in love with you. You're his girlfriend. I'm his sister. There's a difference."

Miyako smirked. "If I didn't know any better, Sakura, I would say you're jealous."

Sakura scoffed. "Wouldn't you wish that?" Miyako shrugged. There was a knock on the door and Kiara stepped in. Sakura sighed. "What?"

"Its back on. The finish of Azazel and Frieda's battle."

"Who won?!" said Miyako. Kiara shrugged.

"I don't know. It just came on, like I said. You'll have to wait." And she left. Sakura stood up and composed herself. She stretched and changed into her normal Reaper outfit and disappeared in the shadows. Miyako sat on the bed alone. Its so strange how girly Sakura can actually be.

Despite her love of killing stuff.

Miyako yawned and hoped off the bed. Might as well take a walk. Kasumi mentioned something about the scrolls. Sakura has said before that she's the only one able to read them. Miyako smiled mischievously. Maybe she should test that theory.

She opened the large door and walked down the cold hall. If she were Sakura, where would she put them. In a vault? No, Sakura likes to hide things out in the open. Well, what she's gathered about the stories the demon told her about she and Masaru's way of celebrating Easter.

Sakura hid the eggs. They were dragon eggs, which was strange. Sakura hid the eggs while Masaru searched for them. Masaru told her that he was never able to find them because Sakura is so good at hiding things in plain sight as well as tricking people into where the eggs are. She always tricked them by hiding the eggs in simple places because everyone always checked the hard places.

Scrolls, scrolls, scrolls...where are they?

Miyako strolled down a darker hall. This is the darkest place in the palace, which she's become quite good at navigating. Miyako's eyes widened. This is Sakura's part of the castle. She should turn back, but something kept pushing her forward. She kept walking. Is there a spell on this place? No, that's not it. Her instincts are leading her there. These instincts are ones she's never felt before. Something that's such a part of her being is leading her down there. She approached a large mahogany door. In a chicken scratch-looking writing, she read LIBRARY. She smirked. Good thing Masaru taught her how to read simple words in the written language of Hell.

She slowly opened the door and poked her head in. Miyako looked around and crept inside. She walked around, inspecting the hundreds of shelves around her. This is going to take forever.

She browsed the scrolls.

Miyako sighed in all look the same. She looked over the shelves, searching for labels. She found none that gave away any hints. She continued to wander around Sakura's library. There must be some reason why they don't want her in here. She kept walking until she saw a golden glow near the back of the room. She broke off into a run.

When she ran around the corner of a bookcase, she saw an obsidian pedistal. On it was a small pile of yellow scrolls with ancient red markings. She walked up to the pedistal. Of course. Hiding it in the back away from the other scrolls is totally Sakura-like. This is definitely something that demon would do.

She looked over the yellow pages. Her brain hurts from reading the markings. Her eyes grew sore from strain. Next thing the angel knew, the letters started rearranging themselves to form Celestial Runes, the language of angels. Miyayo's eyes widened. According to Sakura's bragging, she and only a select few others, maybe three, can read it, and very few angels already can. Miyako read over the prophecies. Her brain started hurting again, and her eyes glowed white. A ball of glowing last time green light floated up from the scrolls and pressed against Miyako's forehead, and then sunk into the skin. Miyako gasped. A black diamond appeared dead center between her eyes, the back of her hands, her shoulders, and in the center of her neck, right inside the dip of her collar bone.

Words started to jumble inside her head. She can hear voices reciting every prophecy in the scrolls.

Her eyes glowed a blank white and she started reciting one of the prophecies:

_"One is The Prophet,_

_One is The Seer,_

_One is The Healer,_

_Another is The Bearer, with a white fire of will._

_One is The Giver,_

_One is The Shifter,_

_Another is The Cavalry, with bright blue horses of crystal._

_The Seven Saviors will either save the world,_

_Or watch darkness burn it."_

Miyako's eyes stopped glowing. Instead of purple, her eyes remained white. She looked at the scrolls and down at her hands. Her irises darkened to purple.

"What...?" Miyako slapped herself. She needs to get out of here, and fast! She exited the library, closing the giant doors as softly and quickly as possible. She heard someone coming. The sound of Sakura's voice made Miyako freeze. She needs to get away and fast. She looked around for the perfect escape route. She needs to hurry! Sakura is almost on top of her!

She ran towards a pillar and hid behind it. Sakura and Iron rounded the corner.

"...Yes, Iron, we have to kill her."

"She could stay useful to us!" retorted the other demon. "You know, get information."

Miyako heard Sakura sigh. "No. Hope is no longer useful to us anymore. Besides, she remains a grave threat. She has a lot of power. She needs to be handled carefully."

"...Is that why you sent Masaru to kill her instead of Nớtt?" Miyako gasped. So that's where Masaru's going? He has to kill Hope? She immediately felt more hate for Sakura. "He couldn't have killed Nớtt anyway. Miyako has softened him. He knew that Nớtt was her favorite archangel. We needed him to be away from anything that connects strongly with Miyako."

Iron sighed. "So Hope then?"

"He's always hated Hope anyway. Besides, she was competition for Kyoya before Miyako came here. Miyako likes Hope, but I'm sure she isn't her most favorite person in the world."

Miyako looked past the pillar the slightest bit. Iron is nodding. "I see your point, Kura. How about Azazel? Will he be using The Devourer?"

Sakura nodded. "Yes. Frieda Love awakened and broke his Excalibur." She then scoffed. "Curse Nớtt for switching the real Excalibur with a fake! Now that stupid new archangel has it!"

"Well, Sakura, it uses Holy Flames. Azazel wouldn't be able to use it even if he wanted to."

"You're right, Iron."

Iron looks surprised. "Excuse me? I'm right?"

Sakura smirked. "Don't be surprised. There's a reason why you're a General of the Underworld."

Iron slightly blushed. "Thank you, Kura-chan."

Kura-chan? Miyako almost split up laughing. The two demons entered the library. Miyako sighed in relief. Now, to get back to her room! She has some things to find out and some things to think about. She has to figure out the meaning of that prophecy. And if possible...

She needs to leave Hell, no matter how much she wishes to stay with Masaru.


	33. Hope is Dead
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* * *

><p>Hope really doesn't like babysitting. Especially if it includes two chatty water angels.<p>

She sighed and rubbed her temples, ushering Sierra and Alice along. She pushed them, bumped into them (though on accident), and even hit them with a random pole to shut them up, thanks to Slayer, who is sobbing as she writes this. (I'M SO SORRY!)

"Come on, guys," she sighed in irritation. "We need to get to get to Four Corners as quick as possible!"

Alice sighed. "This hike is hurting my feet. I feel dried out. Do you know what a desert does to a water angel?"

Hope shrugged. "Its nightime. Its freezing. I don't know what you're talking about."

"Just touching dry sand hurts," grumbled Sierra. She does not like deserts. (Its okay, Sierra, I feel you)

Hope grumbled. "We're almost there. You guys shouldn't be tortured for much longer. As long as we keep moving, no demons will be able to tag us. Especially bad demons." Hope shivered. She knows what's going to happen tonight, but she can't bring herself to just accept death and concede to The Reaper so easily. She will at least put up a fight.

They continued to walk through the dry landscape.

"Why couldn't this be in Hawaii?" said Alice. "I would love to go to Hawaii."

"I feel ya," said Sierra, rubbing the sides of her arms to keep herself warm.

There was an explosion in the distance. Hope turned and squinted her eyes, trying to see what the cause of the sound was. Her eyes widened. She swore there was a mountain there! A bead of sweat dripped down the side of her face. They need to hurry. He's almost upon them. She's been feeling his faint presence for a while. She doesn't want to be humiliated again. No, not again. She's not going to die by _his _hands.

She put her hands against Sierra and Alice's backs and pushed them.

"We need to hurry!" she said. "Powerful demons are getting close! I don't know if I'll be able to hold them off."

The angels hurried. They broke into a run, running straight for their target. They ran through desert underbrush, pushing through as thorns and sharp leafs scraped their faces. Alice was muttering to herself, and Sierra has a scared look in her eyes. The last time she faced a demon, he managed to knock her out. Maybe this time she will at least be able to do something. Even if Hope is the one to go in and fight, she could at least hold off the archangel's death for a while with healing magic. Alice may be able to as well.

They finally broke through the shrubs. They stared at the white column of light the erupts from the ground over an ominous hill. Smiled appeared on Sierra and Alice's faces. Hope stayed miserable. The archangel hopes that everything will be a straight shot from here. Might as well not get her hopes up. They'll get crushed if she does. However, a small part of her shook with excitement. Maybe she will survive this after all? Maybe telling her about her death was The Reaper's way of bluffing. That sound just about right. She shrugged. They'll see.

They broke out in a full sprint, trying to get over the hill as fast as possible. Hope felt it too late. By the time they were over the hill and staring at their obstacle before them, she felt a warning pang and a rancid stench. They stared in horror.

There, sprawled all over the ground, are the dry and dead remains of about one hundred angels. Some severed heads still hold the look of anguish and devastation. Wings were placed in random locations, meat and flesh and skin litter the ground. The dirt soaks gallons upon gallons of red crimson blood.

Sitting in front of the portal blocking their way, with his hammer sitting on its head, smeared with blood, sat Masaru, his mouth covered with crimson liquid as well as his hands and arms. He's wearing his trench coat and his golden eyes are sharp and wild. He stared at them with a blank frown. It then cracked into a sick smile, flashing pointed fangs.

"Its about time," he said. "I've been waiting for ages."

* * *

><p><span><strong>In the Underworld...<br>**

Diamante roamed the cold hallway, vomit rising in the back of her throat due to the cannibalizing birds. She covered her mouth with her hand and rushed to Masaru's room. She slowly opened the door, seeing Miyako dressing herself in some shorts and a large T-shirt. Miyako turned and glared.

"What?" she hissed.

Diamante sighed. She really doesn't want to talk to this angel. "Sakura sent me. Masaru and Hope are about to duel. She thought you would want to see."

Miyako perked up. Its about dang time! She put on some fuzzy dark blue socks and followed Diamante out the door. The angel and demon stayed silent. Miyako eyed Diamante from the corner of her eye, analyzing her movements to make sure she doesn't get attacked by surprised. After all, she did take down a dragon.

Oh, yes. Masaru has told her all about the tournament. He said it was actually a lot of fun to watch. Demons smacked each other around left and right. But what was most impressive was a regular demon taking down a dragon almost as big as the arena. Diamante caught Miyako staring.

"Is there something on my face?" she asked, wrinkling her nose.

Miyako shrugged. "Why do you wear the lipstick? You would look fine without it."

Diamante scoffed. "I like to feel pretty. Is that so much to ask?"

"I was just wondering," said Miyako in defense. Well, try and start a friendly conversation is not an option anymore. She can't make friends with this demon for future benefits.

"How's Masaru?" asked Diamante out of nowhere. Miyako looked at the demon, confused. Diamante sighed. "Sorry. He just doesn't seem like the friendly type."

Miyako smirked. "He isn't to most demons. He treats me like a princess."

Diamante smiled. "I know. I can see how much he cares about you. Do you feel the same for him?"

Miyako thought about that. She would say she's in love with Masaru. There are so many good things about him that she's come to like. He's strong and will protect her forever if he needed to. He takes care of her and does everything she asks. He even fetches her food. He's really warm, and that smile he has...goodness. Miyako smiled. She loves his smile. Loves... "I think I love him."

"Think?" said Diamante.

Miyako nodded. "I'm not sure. I care for him a lot. I love so many things about him. I guess I'm just holding back because I'm an angel and he's a demon. I can't get myself excited. I might need to kill him someday. And that makes me sad."

"Well, just think it this way," said Diamante with a smirk, "when we take over the world, you won't have anything to worry about. I wouldn't dwell on such thoughts if I were you."

She walked ahead. Miyako thought about that remark too. If Diamante is right, and they do end up conquering the world, then she won't need to worry about everything. But if she escapes Hell like she intends, she may end up killing Masaru.

She caught up with Diamante. The demon opened the door to Sakura's throne room. Miyako inspected her surroundings. Its dark, Sakura sitting on the obsidian throne that once sat Lucifer. She wandered over.

Sakura smiled. "Welcome. Are you ready?"

Miyako scooted over. Sakura waved and a seat of shadows appeared. Her smile widened. The crystal ball floated over and grew twice in size. Sakura relaxed and sat back as Miyako silently sat in the chair of shadows. An image appeared on the crystal ball. Miyako saw Masaru approaching Hope with his hammer, blood all over. The angel almost threw up. She never expected him to do such a thing. Hope looks legitimately horrified while also trying to keep her cool.

"Sit back and relax," said Sakura with a smirk. Miyako gulped. She doesn't know if that will be possible.

* * *

><p><strong><span>On the Surface...<span>**

Hope doesn't remember a time she was more disgusted with demons. Masaru lazily strolled toward her, Alice, and Sierra, wipping the blood off his face. He continued to smirk. Masaru slung his hammerbover his shoulder and leaned on one hip.

"I'm going to kill you, Hope. Either you make this less painful for the both of us or make it even more painful for just you."

"You know what my answer will be, you sick dog. I'm not going to die knowing I didn't die trying."

"Ooh," said Masaru, pretending to shiver. "What a heroic speech. I'm so scared." He frowed.

"Hope," whispered Sierra, "we've got your back." Alice nodded. Hope smiled. Her friends won't give her up that easy either.

Masaru's frown deepened. He squinted. "I can't seem to see why Miyako likes any of you. You're all so annoying."

"Present tense?" muttered Alice. "She's still alive?"

Masaru scoffed. "Of course. She's under my protection." He suddenly looks sad and stared at his feet. "I love her to bits."

The angels almost vomited. Sierra covered her mouth, Hope stared at Masaru with a gaping mouth, and Alice fainted.

"That's impossible," said Hope. "Demons are incapable of love."

Masaru smirked. "I guess I just broke the rules then."

"Please," sneered Hope, "you've been breaking the rules of nature by existing." Time seemed to slow, and Hope began to glow. My Lord in Heaven, who created me and gave me Life, the One who gave me the powers I now have, I call upon You to grant me access to those powers so that I may smite Your enemies and bring all those closer to Your kingdom. I ask that this be done so in Your name, and that You receive all the glory from this battle that I fight so that all those who walk upon this Earth will know of Your glory and power. I pray that I only use this power upon Your enemies, and that if my attacks should stray that those not Your enemies will be protected by Your love and grace through a divine shield that not even the highest of angels could break through. All of this I ask through the Son so that it may reach the Father. In this name, the name of the Son I pray, Amen."

Time became regular and Masaru scoffed once again. "Saying your prayers? Good. Now, its time for you to die."

With a snarl, Masaru lugged his hammer off his shoulder and attack Hope. Hope frowned. He seems extra...rabid tonight. She wonders if Sakura has done anything to him. She raised her sword of flames. She screamed and attacked. Masaru brought his hammer down. She rolled out of the way and swiped her sword at Masaru's head. He ducked and elbowed her hard in the stomach. She stumbled back and wiped the blood from her mouth. Sierra breathed. She held her hands out and water raised from the ground, wrapping itself around Hope's stomach and glowing. it removed itself. Hope feels relieved. She smiled at Sierra, who is now trying to rouse Alice from her slumber.

Hope got her head back in the game.

Masaru is charging again, faster than before. He swung his hammer. She dodged. He used the end of the pole to jab her in the side of the head. Sierra immediately healed her. Masaru snarled. He can't defeat her if they maintain this fight at hand-to-hand combat. He won't win if that stupid water angel keeps healing Hope. Time to take out the healer.

Masaru's eyes flashed and Sierra screamed as she was forced to the ground. Hope's eyes widened. This is _not _good. Without Sierra's healing magic, they're pretty much toast with eight pounds of butter.

Sierra growled. She's pretty much useless in this condition. But there is one thing she can do instead of healing. She can give Hope another advantage.

"Vapor Vision," she whispered. Fog started rising from the ground as she summoned water from the depths of the soil. the fog lifted. It curled around Masaru's feet. Hope smirked. She diminished her sword of flames and disappeared into the dark fog. She can rely on her hearing and nose. She doesn't need her eyes to navigate the fog. Masaru's mind will be in a jumble trying to figure out what caused the fog. She suddenly gasped. He's going to kill Sierra!

She hurried over, just in time to see Masaru increasing gravity on the poor girl.

"I might kill you," he said. "Unfortunately, I'm only aloud to fatally maim you, just as long as you're alive."

"Under who's orders?" spat Sierra.

"My own," snarled Masaru. "Miyako would hate me if I kill any of you. I have to kill Hope. That is my main order. Behave yourself, and I might just let you go."

"That's a load of bull," muttered Alice, who seems to just have regained consciousness. "You'll kill all of us. You're a demon. Its in your nature."

Masaru stared at her blankly. "Its funny that the one who doesn't do anything says that."

Alice boiled. "I do much more than you think, demon!" Water erupted from under him. She stood up and unsheathed her sword, which is gold at the hilt with an aqua stone inserted in it, and a silver blade with a dragon carved into it. She swung it at Masaru's hammer. Alice smirked. Her sword can cut through anything.

The blade reflected.

Alice looked shocked. Masaru smirked. He pressed a finger against her forehead and whispered in her ear: Its Tartarus metal."

He flicked his finger and sent her flying. His eyes flashed as he held up a hand with a purple gauntlet. Electricity spewed from it and zapped Alice, making her scream. She fell to the ground in a lump. Sierra cried. She can't believe what a monster he is. She can't believe that Miyako is stuck with this guy. Who knows what he's done to her? Or what he _wants _to do.

Hope sneaked up behind him, her hilt held high. She then inflamed it. Masaru turned around in surprised. She brought it down...or so she thought.

She was frozen, eyes wide in horror. Masaru's shocked expression turned into him cackling like an evil witch...but with a deep voice. He covered his mouth as he laughed at her. He looked over at Sierra, then Alice, and snickered even more. Masaru is now wheezing and holding his stomach. He then threw his head back and laughed more.

"You...you actually fell for it! You are too funny!" He broke into a whole new fit of giggles as he looked at Hope out of the corner of his eyes. "That look...is priceless!" He got himself somewhat in control and walked over to her, still slightly giggling. He grasped her chin between thumb and forefinger. He continued to snicker, his fangs flashing in front of Hope's eyes.

"Oh, Hope. Your eyes are so pretty." He smiled. "Not as beautiful as Miyako's. Hers are absolutely gorgeous." He rubbed Hope's cheek. "Miyako's is twice as soft and so pale its dazzling." He frowned. "I love her. You think I don't."

"I know you don't," she spat. "You're a horrible..._thing_. You deserve to die!"

Masaru's frown deepened. "Then I'll die for her. I'll give her anything she wants. I'll protect her until I die. I will die protecting her. I. Love. Her."

Hope shook her head sadly. She started to glow with a fiery light. "No one will ever love you back, Masaru. Even her. Has she told you that she loves you?"

Masaru's eyes flashed gold and Hope screamed. "No," he said simply. "If she doesn't feel the same, so what? All I need is her with me to survive. I swear...to _God _I will protect her. And if we meet on the battlefield, then I will gladly let her kill me. Without her, my life is meaningless."

He picked up his hammer. Masaru looked Hope in the eyes. "I will always love her, even if she doesn't love me. I am cursed to love her. Lucifer cursed me when I was born. I am to die protecting an angel I love. I love Miyako. I will die for her. Would you do the same for your precious Kyoya? Would you let him kill you if you were in my place?" Hope is speechless. "I thought so."

He raised his hammer. He then dropped it. He shook his head as he smirked. "No," he said. "I want you to die painfully and slowly." He placed his hand with the purple gauntlet against her stomach. She suddenly felt a powerful pang and an image of Nớtt dying played through her brain. Sudden rage filled her. She will _not _die! She needs to live! Whatever with what Sakura says! Sakura can die in a hole!

Hope screamed with rage. "Ember Strike!"

Comets of blazing embers fired from the sky and pommeled Masaru. There was a massive explosion. Hope is now able to move again. She ran over to Alice and hoisted up the angel. She set her down next to Sierra, who weakly picked herself up, and listened to her heart. Hope frowned. They're losing her. They need her for the prophecy. She needs to be saved. Sierra is too weak to do any healing spells. Hope sighed. She'll use them. She has to use them.

She reached in to a concealed pocket and took out three dazzling rubies. Sierra's eyes widened. Hope smirked. A tear slipped down her cheek.

"Its funny. I haven't used one of these in a long time." She frowned. "But this...this is worth it. Guard her with your life while she heals."

Hope placed each ruby on the three darkest burn marks. The rubies began working immediately. The patches of burned skin started to glow as red as the rubies. Hope stood and turned in the direction of the explosion. She gasped. He survived?!

Masaru used his hammer to help himself up. He glared at Hope. His golden eyes aren't so pretty anymore. They look just like Sakura's, full of revenge and hatred. His trench coat has been ripped to shreds and his muscular back is completely burned. He acted like it didn't bother him, but Hope saw a gleam of pain in his eyes.

She's weakened him just a bit. That annoys her.

Hope howled with rage and Masaru roared. His skin started boiling. Hope froze. No...no, no, no, no, no! No! He's really going to...now?! Hope started backing away, eyes wide. She gripped her sword, her knuckles turning white. She stood before Sierra and Alice, who is now breathing properly. Hope's breathing quickened.

Masaru's fangs started to grow longer and his pale skin started turning a darker and darker grey. Its going to turn black. Hope recognizes that black. Its the same black Sakura's skin is in her true form.

Masaru _is _going to change. Right here. Right now.

He's transforming into his true form.

Hope 's breathing hitched. Why is she so terrified? She's faced a demon in their true form before. This is nothing new. She guessed the reason is why she made him so angry he now thinks its worth it to transform. No, the look in his eyes are...protective.

He thinks she's trying to take away Miyako.

Hope frowned. She will. She will take away Miyako. She looked down at Sierra and Alice. Sierra is still conscious and Alice is getting there slowly. "Sierra," she said. Sierra looked up at her with tired eyes. "Get Miyako back. We need our friend back."

She then held her sword before her and marched toward Masaru, who is still boiling. The whites of his eyes have turned black, making his golden irises more obvious. He bared his long fangs.

"I'm going to take Miyako away from you," said Hope, raising her sword and pointing it at Masaru's heart. "I'm going to take her away even when I'm dead."

Masaru roared. His body steamed twice as much and his skin became scaly. He started to grow, ripping his pants and boots to pieces. His gauntlets expanded to fit his size. His nose elongated and his hair flattened out from its brushed up style, his bangs hanging in front of his face. His skin is now completely black, and thick black fur covers his forearms, calves, shins, and lower torso. He became twice as tall as Sakura's true form. He roared. Hope's eyes widened. he sounds like a Tyrannosaurus Rex. His nails became white and grew longer. His muscles enlarged and became more oily and accented. (Miyako: *drool*) Long white horns rew from the crown of Masaru's head and his ear became longer. A long tail like that of a Tyrannosaurus Rex sprouted from his buttocks.

Hope's wings drooped. How is she supposed to win against that. Masaru's size mistakes him as slow. No, he's so fast its terrifying. He looks so similar to Sakura, yet twice as terrifying. (Me: *elbows Miyako playfully*)

Hope flew into the air. If she's going to die, she's going to die hard.

She flew higher and higher, finally diving down towards the demon, comets of burning embers following her. She screamed in rebellion. Masaru roared in retaliation. Hope held her sword straight down (or up, in her point of view) and started spinning midair. Masaru swatted her out of the air with his huge hand. Unfortunately for him, he got pummeled with more burning embers. He roared as he was knocked over. Hope skidded through the ground to make a trench.

She picked herself up. Hope looked up, only to find Masaru looking down at her, his eyes glowing in a dark savage manner. She immediately remembered when she traveled to 2013 and watched over a pair of teenage boys to talk them out of suicide. They were watching Attack on Titan. His eyes reminded her of Eren's in Titan form. She started sweating. He even looked over her like one of those _things_. He reached down and picked her up. Hope feels suffocated. She can't breathe in his grasp. He roared in her face and she screamed. She reached for her sword. She gasped. Where is it?

She looked down and saw her sword on the ground, lighting the dead timber around it. In seconds, a great forest fire of desert plants erupted around her and Masaru. The light made him more terrifying. She started clawing at her captor's hand. He squeezed her harder. She thought one thought: _Fire Earth Passage!_

She bubbled and turned orange, slipping out of Masaru's hands as hot lava. Masaru roared and grabbed two handfuls of lava. Hope immediately transformed into her regular form. Masaru's left hand held her arms and his right held her feet. He tugged at her, causing her to scream in pain her wings to flap and jerk around. It feels like she's being ripped apart!

Masaru growled. He dumped her in one hand and used the other to grasp her wings. Hope started crying. No! Anything but that! _ANYTHING!_

Masaru simply tugged and Hope's wings were ripped from their sockets. Hope's scream could break glass. Her eyes narrowed in pain and tears spilled from her eyes. (I'M SO SOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOORRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYY!)

The demon laughed. The tip of his tail wrapped around his body. She just noticed the massive spike at the end. Hope started screaming and squirming. He held her by her feet. No! She's nothing without her wings! He's going to humiliate her and torture her! No! NO!

"**If it is a quick death you wish for**," said the demon with a smirk,** "****I will grant it to you**."

Masaru shrank. He's back to normal. He tossed Hope to the ground. His eyes look...far from demon or human. She can't tell what they look like. He grabbed his hammer and slowly walked over. He crouched down next to her.

"Miyako. Is. Mine," he growled.

Hope barely managed a smirk. "Don't be too sure. She is a loyal angel, after all. She serves Heaven, Masaru. She does certainly _not _serve you."

Masaru looks infuriated. Sierra should be blushing from the view she has of Masaru. She can see everything. No, she's in anguish. She's infuriated. She's devastated. Her temper is rising. She wants to beat this demon into the ground. She wants to lock him up with Lucifer. She wants to _slay _him. She will show him no mercy as she sends him back to the rotted woman he was born from.

Sierra completely lost it when Hope's blood splattered across the ground.

* * *

><p><strong>I'M SO SORRY! I FEEL SO BAD! I'M SO SORRY! I'LL MAKE IT UP TO YOU! I'LL MAKE THE NEXT CHAPTERS THE BEST FOR YOU! I'M JUST SO SOOOOORRRRRRYYYYYYYY! I DIDN'T WANNA KILL HER! I SWEAR, IT WAS FOR THE SAKE OF PLOT DEVELOPMENT! PLEASE DON'T HATE MEEEEEEEHHHHHHHH! <strong>

**Ahem, sniff, uh, sniff, I just wanna say, sniff, I cried while writing this, so I am human and can feel, sniff. I honestly didn't wanna do it. You have my word as an artist and FanFiction writer. I will give you guys something good in the next chapter! Just, sniff, just DON'T HATE ME!**

**Sniff, on with the announcement, sniff. I have planned ahead and it seems there ARE seven more chapters. There is a lot of action coming up so you don't wanna miss it! And let's not forget a Chapter 41 as an infomercial! Odyssey and I have something special in store for you XD**

**Again, I AM SOOOO SOOOORRRRRRYYYYYY!**

**GOOD NIGHT! OR GOOD DAY! *sobs***

**HERE COMES DA-AW, FORGET IT! I'M TOO SAD!**


	34. Masaru's Weaknesses

**Disclaimer: I do not own Metal Fight Beyblade! Just *sob* my own characters. I'm still pretty bummed out about writing last chapter. I still feel ridiculously bad. Like, you don't even know *Mexican accent*  
><strong>

**Well...enjoy the next chapter? I swear, Miyako will tongue lash Masaru at the end. I promise! DX**

* * *

><p>Miyako stared at the crystal ball in horror. She shivered. Sakura actually turned the sound on...and it was surround sound. And they're in a room made of stone and other objects the sound could easily reflect off of.<p>

"I told you, didn't I?" Miyako turned, seeing Sakura looking at her, golden eyes more obvious behind the black hair. Miyako shivered again. Sakura smirked. "I told you. Hope wanted to take you away from him. I told you to expect his true form."

"But that was...brutal," said Miyako, voice shaking. Sakura only laughed.

"Of course! Us demons get attached to things we consider ours."

Miyako stood up in anger. "I am not his!"

Sakura glared. "Really? Did you just now decided that, after witnessing the powers of your boyfriend. Ah, you're not even sure how you feel about him now, especially since you've seen merely half of what he's capable of."

"THAT WAS HALF?!"

Sakura sneered. "Of course," she muttered. "I haven't shown you stupid angels everything I can do. Why should he? Do you think you're the exception? You definitely are in some ways. But definitely not in all. Can't you see he's the first demon to actually love?"

"That was not love!" shouted Miyako. "That was demonic! That was selfish!"

Sakura tilted her head. There's a glint of annoyance in her eyes. "Isn't that love? I can see you're possessive of him too. What if I set him up with some other girl? I would love to-"

"You know nothing about love, Sakura," hissed Miyako. "You're alone and hated. Who loves you? You haven't felt love!"

Sakura stood up. Anger flashed through her eyes. She may be two inches shorter than Miyako, but her expression is far scarier. "I know more than you think, idiot. Masaru loves me as a sister. In messed up ways, my father showed me he at least cares. I feel love for the demon Ryuga. I am not alone. I'm just hated by you." The room darkened. "I have felt love. I love my little sister Kasumi. When you poisoned her, what did i do? I went searching for you so that I could _end _you. I felt hatred for you. To be completely honest, I still do. I only try and be nice for Masaru because I know how important it is to him. All you've ever done is have friends and crush on an angel _far _out of your league. I love my new family. Even that idiot Alabaster. I love him like a brother. You say I know nothing about love, Child of Hydra, you are far wrong. Far!"

Miyako looks surprised. She just got burned...badly. Diamante looked between the two like they're rabid dogs fighting for steak. Miyako fell back in the seat of shadow. Sakura smirked in triumph. "Don't make arguments you can't win. I still can't believe that you haven't fallen completely for my brother. Meh. You will." She sat down.

"Not after that. I don't know how to look at him anymore," said Miyako softly, watching as Masaru looked over his handiwork.

Sakura smiled and placed the tips of her fingers together. "That's a simple problem that can easily be fixed. All you need to do is get him to talk about his feelings. Then you'll understand. I'll give you some truth serum that you can slip into his drink tonight. Ask him questions. I don't mind if you beat him up. After all, he's _your _boyfriend. I personally think it will make you more convincing."

Miyako looked at Sakura in surprise. "You're helping me after yelling at me?"

Sakura looked at Miyako with her own surprised expression. "Of course. I want my brother happy. Again, is that so much to ask. I must say, this trip of his has made him happy. He likes spilling angel blood. He was born for it. Its not his fault. Blame Lucifer. That's what I do. I like blaming him for everything."

Miyako just stared at the demon. "You sure like hearing yourself talk, don't you?"

Sakura smirked. "Oh, yes. I like the sound of my voice. Its back on."

* * *

><p><strong><span>One the Surface...<br>**

Masaru stared at his work. Hope's body started fading as it turned into golden dust and floated up to Heaven. He watched with a sigh. Miyako is going to beat him when he gets home. He smiled. Home. She's his home. He frowned. He should have kept secluding himself. He's bringing her so much pain.

"HEY, NAKED GUY!"

Masaru turned around in surprise. Sierra was behind him and ready, catching him off guard. She slashed upward with her sword and got him in the face. He flew back and crashed into a palo verde tree. He lifted himself up on his elbows and rubbed the blood off his lip. He growled. She cut him across the lip! He reached up. And his right eye!

He bared his long fangs. "Why you little brat!"

Sierra lifted her sword up. She has to protect Alice, no matter how weak she is. She refused to think about her chances of survival. One word went through her mind: _Attack!_

She thrust her hand out, and a geyser of water erupted and threw Masaru in the air. She ran as quick as she could after him, jumping into the air and slashing him across his side.

Masaru is completely surprised. He gripped his side in pain. Sierra kicked him in the face right on his cuts. He growled as he was sent sailing down. Okay. He's done playing around. He's fighting back. The fog rose up around him. He looked around. Angelic water mist. It makes the caster invisible in all ways to him. He frowned. She's making this difficult. He's going to have fun cutting her up as much as she did him. He smirked. Boy, is he messed up.

There was a sharp pain in his back. Sierra slashed hi across his burnt back. He roared in pain. In anger, he flattened the mist around him with gravity.

"Controlling gravity is just a type of telekinesis," said Sierra, who is standing ten meters in front of him. Her look is nothing but serious. "After sparing with Frieda at camp, and Shadow trying to help her improve her telekinesis, I've developed tricks to fighting gravity. For example, did you know that if you're knocked out, you wouldn't be able to defend yourself against me. I know its a simple rule everybody knows, but every telekinetic fears it."

Masaru's eyes widened. She figured out his weakness already? Well, its the same for everyone, but for a telekinetic its worse. Someone could easily damage his brain while he's out cold. He frowned. He reached for his pendant. Wait, Miyako has it. He cursed.

Sierra charged at him, a tidal wave of water following close behind. "Another weakness! A telekinetic cannot fight more than fifty enemies at a time!"

The tidal wave split up into fifty separate water blades. Sierra held her sword up with a shout. Masaru's eyes flashed. The water blades all went down, but Sierra kept coming. She slashed him from his left shoulder down to his right hip. (Miyako: Yahoo! You show him, girl! Sakura: O.o)

He slapped her across the face. "Another weakness! A demon of power like yourself is considerably weakened after his true form is used. Another thing I learned at camp!" Masaru growled and she attacked. "Another! A demon cannot use his or her true form more than once in twenty0four hours! This includes all demons, no matter how much power they possess! Water Dragon!"

Ten dragons made of water appeared and curled around Sierra. They all attacked Masaru as one group. Masaru electrocuted them all. "Here's a weakness for water angels! All water they use is somehow connected to them, and a water angel's greatest weakness is lightning!"

The dragons became electrified and Sierra screamed. She collapsed in a heap. Masaru stepped forward and grabbed her by the neck. He lifted her up. He tilted his head. A small droplet of blood trickled from the side of her mouth. She glared at the demon. She's still holding her sword. She slashed him across the back. Well, she intended to. Instead, she gave him a haircut. His hair flopped down. He stared at her wide eyed. His hair is normal and no longer brushed up. His bangs fall in front of his eyes mixed with red. He stared at her.

"Either you are really brave," he said, "or really stupid."

Sierra smirked. "Both," she said, dropping her sword. "Miyako is ought to like the scratches. She likes a man with some scars. After all, she did like Kyoya."

Masaru's hold on her neck tightened. She started coughing hysterically.

Masaru frowned. Miyako would like that. He sighed. He dropped Sierra. She held her neck and continued coughing. She looked up at him with hatred.

"Why?" she choked out.

"For Miyako," he said simply. "You have ten minutes worth a head start. Grab your friend. If you manage to keep ahead and make it to the Stonehenge portal, I might not kill you." Sierra looks hopeful. She then thought about his words.

"Why the Stonehenge portal?"

Masaru pointed to the portal. The light is now red. "Kasumi blocked it off. It will now be used for our other plans. It connects to Hell now. Now hurry before I change my mind."

Sierra gasped and ran over to Alice. Her burns are healed and the rubies are gone. She hoisted the unconscious girl over her shoulder and ran away. She needs to remember that spell Hope, Shadow, and Nớtt used to get them here in the first place.

Masaru went over to the new Hell portal. He looked back at the escaping angel and sighed. He jumped into the portal.

* * *

><p><span><strong>In the Underworld...<br>**

Miyako lay in bed, shivering. She can't stop thinking about Masaru and Hope's battle. She feels happy for Sierra. At least she managed to get away. Miyako frowned. She has to admit, laying in this bed isn't the same without Masaru's arms or warmth. She's sad to say she misses them. Though now she's positive she's going to dream about those strong, warm arms ripping her arms out. A tear slid down her cheek. Hope is dead. Figuratively and literally. She's lost all hope. They are now beginning to become outnumbered. There's that glowing guy. Sakura told her his name is Azazel, King of Spirits. There's the Four Generals of the Underworld which includes Masaru, Iron, Melanie, and Kasumi. There's Blaze, Ryuga, and Damian. There's Diamante, Xorn, Kiara, Akira, and Arkana. Too many!

She burst into tears. The demons are so powerful now. Masaru only showed half his power and demonic insanity. She held the sheets close to her and sobbed into the pillow. She needs to get out of here and help her friends. She needs to deliver the prophecy, which she's called the Prophecy of the Seven Saviors, and tell them about the archangels that can take down Sakura.

She sniffed. Maybe she can sit there and try to figure them out? Let's see...there's The Prophet. Who could possible be The Prophet? She thought about what Kasumi said. She had said that her father Kuro wrote the scrolls. That means she has blood tied to the scrolls, which are full of prophecies. Could _she _be The Prophet?

She can already hear Sakura's voice. _You finally figured it out, idiot._

Apparently, that's become her new nickname. Who is The Seer? Out of her six friends, who she is positive are the other angels of the prophecy, she has no clue. Miyako is clueless on who The Seer could possibly be. Though she's figured out The Seer's function. As The Prophet, she suspects she's only capable of seeing the lines of the picture. She's positive The Seer colors inside the lines to make the picture complete. So who is closest to her? Ninel? No. Ninel isn't really the sooth-saying type. Frieda? No, she's heard that The Holy Ghost said that Frieda is The Bearer.

Miyako sighed and burst into more sobs. This is hopeless! She'll never figure it out without help!

She heard someone clear their throat. She froze.

"I'm sorry."

She slowly turned around and gasped. Masaru stood in front of the door, blood dripping down his arm. She scooted into the headboard as much as possible. She wants to be as far away from him as possible. Masaru looks close to crying. She's terrified of him. Though she has the right to be.

He waved his hand, and a door to her right appeared. He walked towards it and opened it, revealing a full bathroom with a shower you walk into, with distorted glass bricks instead of curtains. He glanced at her before looking down at his feet.

"I have to clean up before I go back. If you need me...I'll be in here." He closed the door behind him sadly.

Miyako heard the water turn on. She heard Masaru grunt and moan in pain as he cleaned his wounds and healed his back. Sometimes she even heard him shout it was so painful. Miyako did her best to not feel pity for him. After a while, Masaru walked out, his wounds scared and his back clear. He has a towel around his waist as he waved again. He opened the door and revealed a closet. Masaru walked inside. Miyako looked away as he changed into a new pair of black pants, boots, and retied his red sash. She looked over at him. He's looking for a shirt now that his trench coat is ruined. Miyako felt anger brew inside her. She turned just her left forearm and hand into iron, something she learned from Iron, and waited out of sight by the door.

When he walked out, she punched him in the face. With a grunt he fell on his back. She climbed on top of him and turned her right forearm and hand to iron. She continually punched him in the face.

"I hate you! You killed her! How could you?! You knew I loved her! I hate you, Masaru!" She started crying and she punched slower and less hard. Now she's just simply poking him with her knuckles as she cried. Masaru sat up and cradled her in his arms. He stroked her hair. "I hate you," she sobbed.

"I know," he said. "I hate me too."

Masaru held her for a long time. He stood up and sat her on the bed. He cupped her cheek in his hand. She looked him in the eye. "Kill another one of my friends again..." She couldn't finish. But Masaru understood. He nodded. Miyako traced the cut on his lip. Then his eye. And now the one across the chest. "You deserve these," she said flatly.

He nodded. "I agree."

"You agree to everything I say."

"I know."

"Because you love me?"

"No. Because I simply agree with you."

"...Do you really love me?" She looked him straight in the eye.

"Yes," he said, looking straight back at her.

"Then never kill any of my friends again."

Masaru stared at her and nodded. "I swear. I won't kill them. Any of them."

"Swear on your stupid life," she growled.

He kissed her hand. "I swear."

"Good. Now shut up." She softly kissed him. Might as well make him think she forgives him. Masaru wrapped him arms around her, holding her in a needy embrace. He broke away and put his forehead against hers. He smiled.

"Thanks. I needed that."

"Good. Now go away. You have stuff to do."

Masaru nodded and left the room. Miyako slumped. Now to figure a way out of Hell...

* * *

><p><strong>I know I said I wouldn't update...I couldn't help myself XD I had to make it up to you guys (but mostly Song of Hope). Miyako and Melanie concept art is now up on DeviantArt. Go to my profile for the links :D<strong>


	35. Archangel Ancestors

**Disclaimer: Yo I don't anything MFB :p**

* * *

><p>Shadow, Bry, and Geno trudged through the muddy English landscape. Bry cursed the country for being so damp, wet, and humid.<p>

Shadow looked at her molting wings. She picked off the loose feathers with a wrinkled nose. Geno looked around, using her staff as her eyes. Her friends had kept it in case she ever found a way out of Hell. Too bad she got it back at a cost.

Bry misses Miyako. She kicked at rocks in anger and her blue dragon wings quivered with anger. How could she have stood back like an idiot? She could have done something! Who knows what that demon has done to her. Probably hurt her...or worse. She decided not to think about it. It gives her a bad taste in her mouth.

They continues to march through the landscape. Shadow looked around her. There are a few demons nearby. She can't gauge their power from their position. However, after seeing her fellow archangels' deaths, she is positive they are being stalked as well. Then again, she has had no visions from The Reaper foreseeing her death, so that's a good sign. She's not dying yet. She has no plans to anyway.

Shadow's thoughts wandered over to Masaru. He beat Hope. He truly is powerful. Its a good thing she's taught Sierra so well. The young angel wouldn't have stood a chance. Sadly, of course, but true. The way Masaru transformed the into his true form...he seemed so possessive it was scary. But of what? Miyako? That's ridiculous. Demons can't attach themselves to an angel.

Unless cursed by Lucifer

Shadow mentally cursed. Lucifer cursed Masaru to fall in love with an angel. She sighed. This means Miyako will eventually have to kill him. But that would pose a serious problem if Miyako has fallen in love with Masaru. Any regular demon would fall for Masaru after seeing that demonstration of power, but thankfully, Miyako hasn't fallen and is still a loyal angel.

After all, Miyako serves Heaven, not Masaru.

As they walked, Geno examined Bry. The dragon hybrid is looking very alert tonight, much more than usual. Her ears are slightly flattened against her head and her eyes are narrow, flitting to every dark shadow, searching out possible threats. Bry sighed.

"When are we going to get there?" she asked impatiently.

Shadow shrugged. "We should be there soon. Be patient, Assassin. Don't add onto my stress."

"You are stressing?" asked Bry in anger. "I just lost my best friend! To a demon!"

"And I just lost both of my friends completely. And guess what? One was my sister. The other was as close to a sister as ever. I saw they were going to die and couldn't to anything about it. If you think you're stressed, then you're an idiot." Shadow kept walking after she had stopped to tongue lash Bry. Bry stood in the same place in shock. Geno looked at her through her staff.

"She's right, you know. She also is a General. She thinks those deaths are on her." She skipped ahead and Bry followed, grumbling under her breath.

They continued walking across a great grass plain. Shadow felt a pang. She growled. They're here already?

"Angels...be ready. They're here."

"I felt it too," said Geno, ready for battle. Bry tensed her wings, ready to take off when necessary.

Shadow's eye narrowed. "Go!"

The ran full sprint. Shadow's wings extended. Bry got the message. The dragon moved so that she's grabbing Geno's waist from the behind. She extended her wings to their full wing span. With one powerful pump, Shadow propelled herself into the air, Bry following and Geno screaming.

"This is not fun!" screamed Geno.

Shadow wobbled midair. She put her hands on her mouth. She doesn't like heights. At all. She feels sick. She swallowed the rising vomit. No. There is no privilege. She has to fight through this. Shadow pumped her wings harder. Her wings are sore already. Shadow cursed. She was so busy training Bry how to fly better she didn't pay attention to herself. This is why she only trains so many new archangels every other century.

Soon enough, the portal came into view. The white beacon of light inspired the angels with hope. There was suddenly a comet of fire that knocked the angels out of the sky. They landed and created craters. Bry growled and lifted herself up. Her nose twitched. Her skin became scaly like a dragon's and her nails extended to claws. She crouched at the ready. Shadow was already up with her twin sabers. Geno lifted herself, surrounded in a golden light with her golden staff held in front of her.

Blaze and Xorn slowly walked towards them.

The hairs on the back of Bry's neck immediately bristled. She growled, her sharp eyes becoming dragon-like. Xorn's eyes regarded her as well. Blaze watched Shadow and Geno.

"Well, isn't this a good match?" she said with a purr. Xorn nodded.

"The one with wings is mine," he said blankly.

"Which one? The dark one or the tan one?"

"The Caucasian."

"Oh. You can have her. These two will be relatively easy."

Xorn eyed her through the corner of his eyes. "Are you sure? That's Shadow Nox. She's a General of Heaven and was close to The Reaper's power once."

Blaze scoffed. "Yeah. Once. It doesn't matter to me. I have The Reaper on my side. I have an advantage in this battle. The dark one will be no problem."

Shadow growled. She gets it. "I see. You made a deal with The Reaper."

Blaze's expression hardened. "What makes you think that?"

"You stink of her," said Shadow with distaste. "I would know if someone made a deal with The Reaper just by looking."

"Well, took you a while didn't it?" said Blaze, leaning on one hip. Her eyes narrowed. "You can get her, Xorn. Just leave a bit for me."

Xorn smiled. "Finally."

He roared and tackled Bry. They rolled over the floor clawing, scratching, and biting at each other. Geno stepped back while Shadow burst forward for an attack. They went over a battle plan. It originally included Nightmare rather than Xorn, but since both the demons can transform, it really makes no difference. Geno would step back and use her magic to support her fellow angels, intervening in the battle only if desperately needed. Shadow said she would fight Blaze. She had also said that she saw no visions of anyone dying, so they can fight the battle with no worries, no matter how bad it gets. Geno guesses that that's an advantage to having someone connected to The Reaper on their side.

Geno didn't get the special training from Shadow, but on the way, she received a few tips, such as don't heal one of them all the way. It would quickly use up her magical power. Also, since she's part basilisk, she should get a small bit of power from a full moon, which thankfully, they have tonight. That should regenerate her mana so that she could continue healing. She should also conserve her physical strength by, again, intervening only when necessary.

And the plan seems to be working.

Meanwhile, Bry and Xorn wrestled. Bry growled and bit down on Xorn's left arm, which seems a little more muscular than she remembers. Xorn growled in pain and his fangs lengthened. He bent down to bite at Bry, but Bry was quick. She flipped them so that she was on top of Xorn and punching him repeatedly in the fist, her knuckles surrounded in blue scales. Her claws grew out and she slashed at Xorn across his face. Xorn teetered, throwing her off balance to only swipe at the dirt, and flipped them over. Bry's muscular wings braced her up so that she was able to push Xorn off of her. She crouched on all fours, prowling around Xorn like a rabid animal. She sniffed.

"Dragon?" she muttered.

Xorn nodded. He sniffed. "You too?"

Bry nodded. She then smirked. "This is going to be interesting."

Back over to Shadow and Blaze's battle, Blaze slashed with her katana and Shadow blocked it with one saber. She lunged forward and twirled the other saber around, aiming to cut off Blaze's head. The blade of the double sided sabers merely _panged _off of the demon's skin.

"I have The Reaper's curse," growled Blaze, cutting a slash across Shadow's calve.

Shadow grunted in pain. Maybe she can't cut this demon down, but she does know a way to beat this curse. She whacked Blaze as hard as she possible could with the flat of the blade on the end of her right saber. Blaze flew back and hit a large rock. She rubbed the back of her head in pain.

Shadow smirked. The trick is to make the bearer of the curse _wish _they could be killed. That's how the curse can be lifted in the first place. There would be no going back after that. Blaze would not get a second chance.

Shadow charged, already feeling Geno partly healing her calve. She whirled her sabers around her, cutting up the ground around her. Blaze dodged and slashed up with her katana, aiming for Shadow's abdomen. Shadow flicked the end of her saber up, hitting Blaze square in the jaw and blacking her katana. Blaze stumbled back. Is Shadow purposefully abusing her? That's messed up.

Bry is hitting Xorn in the face with her wings. Pressing his neck with her foot, holding him against a large rock, she beat his face with her wings. She then whirled around, grabbed him by the jaw with both hands, and pumped her wings hard, shooting up into the air. She threw him towards the ground and zoomed after him, her skin turning to scales. Xorn landed with a grunt, and Bry mounted herself on top of him. She partly opened her mouth, the back of her throat lighting up orange and releasing heat. Xorn's eyes widened. She's going to breathe fire on his face! Oh, no. That's not going to happen!

He pushed her on her back and climbed on top, preparing to breathe ice on her. Bry smirked. She blew snow right in his face. He stumbled back, wiping at his blinded eyes. He glared at Bry, who smirks proudly. This is obviously going to last a long time. Might as well get it over with. His skin started to boil. Bry's eyes widened. Rain started to fall.

His skin took on an icy blue hue and scaly texture as it bubbled. The he-demon's teeth grew, and bony knobs ripped through the back of his shirt on his shoulder blades. His nails turned black, and his hands grew disproportionate to his body, and it, too, began to grow and lengthen. Black horns grew from the crown of his head, and his blonde hair grew long and shaggy with streaks of light blue. His snout lengthened, and his clothes ripped off his now massive form. A tail sprouted, plated in silver and a metallic blue armor. Black blades sprouted from the tip of his tail. Blue wings burst from his back. His neck elongated. Black spines sprouted down the back of his neck to the tip of his tail. He crashed down on all fours.

Bry growled. So he can turn into a dragon too?

She smirked. Might as well.

Her skin churned, and Dragon Xorn looked surprised. Bry's smirk grew. Her wings began to grow, and her teeth became long and jagged. Her skin boiled more, slowly taking on a texture like scales. Her skin became a tinted blue shade, which slowly began to grow darker. Her nails transformed into long, sharp black talons. Her ears pointed and grew to be a foot long. Her hair grew. Her skin is completely made up of scales now, a dark shade of blue. Her size increased, causing her clothes to rip off and show off her scaled body. Her neck elongated, her hair running down it like a spine. Black horns sprouted from the crown of her head, and her snout stretched. A scaly tail sprouted from her buttocks and a sharp, pointed blade formed at the end. Her body grew, taking on the form of a great lizard.

Dragon Bry pounded the ground with her trunk-like legs. She widened her huge wings to their full length, a gesture of challenge to the slightly larger dragon. Dragon Xorn roared in response, opening his wings all the way.

This caught the attention of Blaze, Geno, and Shadow, who all turned around to view the battle.

Dragon muscle rippled under scales as the two dragons charged each other in the rain. Shadow's eye widened. Two dragons fighting hasn't happened in millennia. The dragons rammed into each other, trying to push the other down. Dragon Bry withdrew and hit Dragon Xorn's face with her foot. She opened her jaw and clamped down on Dragon Xorn's right flank. Dragon Xorn roared in outrage. His tail whipped Dragon Bry in the face. The female dragon released and stepped back, wings open. Rain water slid down the dragon's bodies and lightning thundered. There is a scar over Dragon Bry's left eye now. Geno is sure it will still be there when the angel reverts back to her normal form.

Dragon Bry stood on her hind legs and took a deep breath. Dragon Xorn did the same. Bright blue light illuminated the back of his throat and Dragon Bry's jaw started to drip fire before it extinguished in a puddle. They released their breathes at each other. Geno cowered from the brilliance. Glowing ice shot at Dragon Bry, while fire licked and roared from her own maw.

Dragon Bry performed a final push, spurting more fire and overwhelming Dragon Xorn. Dragon Xorn's right side of the face got burned. He roared and cowered back. He glared at Dragon Bry, who is obviously smirking in victory. Dragon Xorn roared again and charged Dragon Bry, ramming his head in Dragon Bry's left side. Dragon Bry internally winced. From the inside of her mind, she's watching the battle through two mirrors, connected to a small hollow cave by pink fleshy elastic. Her eyes narrowed. Blood leaked from her side as well as the cut over her eye. She growled. She's not losing!

She suddenly felt somewhat healing. Her bleeding has stopped. She smiled. Geno. Boy, they're lucky to have her.

With a roar, Dragon Bry's pointed tail stabbed Dragon Xorn in the left buttock. He shrieked before bounding away at a safe distance. His wings opened up. _Come and get me._

Bry was more than willing to accept his request. Besides, she's winning.

Dragon Bry's wings extended. She pumped them hard and slow at first, but as she gained altitude, she beat them harder and harder. Xorn followed her up.

Shadow watched in awe as the two dragons soared up high into the dark black and grey clouds above them. She immediately turned her attention back to Blaze. Blaze glared at Shadow. She polished her katana with her clothing.

"I think its time to finish this," she said slowly and darkly.

"I agree," said Shadow, standing straight. "I am one of the Lords of the Night. If I die here, Lucida Night will take my place, as her two other siblings have taken the places of the fallen Nights."

"Ugh. More Nights?" groaned Blaze, placing her hand on her forehead. "I swear, this is too hard, killing all of you. Just make it easy for us and stop breeding."

Shadow smirked. "As long as the sky can turn dark, Night will always find a way to reincarnate, even if the angel wasn't originally a Son of Night."

"The Sons of Night..." muttered Blaze. "Miyako's deal."

Shadow smirked. "Yes. That's right. Her name means beautiful night. She was born for it. My sister only saw that."

"It seems Fate has favored Miyako," muttered Blaze.

Shadow shook her head with a smirk. "Nope. Her parents are the only reason why God has given her her powers. After all, her father, Kuro, wrote the scrolls in his blood. She's connected to the scrolls. Her mother was of poison demonic decent, so she has poison. Her mother was also of decent of Nyx."

"Wait, so..." It clicked. "She's got more than just poison."

Shadow nodded. "That's right. She just has to accept it. Then, she will be a Son of Night. Its where she belongs. I wanted to teach her how to use her powers but Sakura took her away before I could. Frieda is The Bearer and the last decedent of King Arthur. Little does she know she is related to Alex Lux and Sol. That's why she has such a strong connection to Holy Flames. Ninel is one of the last ice nymphs. She's related to Höðr, the archangel of the winter. That's who her grandfather is."

Blaze's eyes widened. "They're all related to archangels."

Shadow nodded again. "Indeed. Alice and Sierra are distantly related. They're common ancestors are Eir, the archangel of healing, Ēostre, the archangel of spring, and Rán, the archangel of the sea."

Blaze's eyes widened. "What about Bry and Geno?"

Shadow crossed her arms. "Bry is related to Magni, the archangel of strength, Sif, archangel of the harvest, Thor, archangel of Thunder, who are Magni's parents, and Týr, archangel of war. Geno is related to Vör, the archangel of wisdom, Máni, archangel of the moon, Sol, archangel of the sun, and like Sierra and Alice, related to Eir."

Geno is rather surprised and proud of herself. She is the descendant of archangels! And three of them!

Blaze shook. "Well...who was I related to?"

Shadow sighed. "Sol and Dagur, archangel of day, as well as Delling, archangel of dawn. Delling is Dagur's son. Nótt is...I mean was Dagur's mother. You could have been a Son of Night. Once you started killing all those people, they disowned you."

A few tears fell down her cheek and mingled with the rain water. She screamed and burst forward suddenly, stabbing Shadow through her left side. It missed her main internal organs, thankfully. Shadow grunted and coughed. Geno covered her mouth with her hands and her eyes widened. Wait, get a hold of yourself, Geno! You have to help!

She formed a tube with her hands over her mouth and said, "Mist!"

Dark green mist billowed out from her throat and through her hands, reaching for Blaze. Tendrils climbed up her body and entered through her eyes. She screamed and was turned to stone. Shadow shouted as she pulled herself off of Blaze's now steel katana. She fell to the ground and clutched the wound. Geno immediately healed part of it. Shadow sighed. Even a little relief is a huge relief.

There was a pair of inhuman, demon, or angel roars, and two huge dragons came crashing down through the clouds. Dragon Bry was on top, pushing Dragon Xorn towards the ground, wings tucked close to her side for speed. Her jaw is clamped around Dragon Xorn's and his claws are imbedded in her side. Her tail pierces his right flank.

Dragon Bry pushed him all the way to the surface of Earth. The impact caused a huge explosion, blowing mud and loose dirt everywhere. Shadow and Geno became covered in the substance. The rain started peeling some of the mud away. They ran over to the biggest crater either of them have ever seen. Bry stood up, in her usual form, above Xorn, who is knocked out and is bleeding everywhere. She breathed heavily. Bry looked up at her friends.

"Yo, did any of you bring spare clothes? I kinda ripped mine."

Shadow and Geno turned away as Shadow created a new pair of clothes from shadow. Bry hiked up dressed in black cargo shorts, a black sleeveless turtle neck, a blue scarf, and black combat boots along with black wrist length fingerless gloves. She has a scar over her left eye and on the on the top of the middle of her nose. (I shall do the concept art!...After Masaru!) She looked at her outfit.

"You have taste."

"You beat him," said Geno in awe.

Bry shrugged. "I was really hard. He's wicked skilled, man. No joke."

"We believe you," said Shadow.

* * *

><p><span><strong>After Bry and Xorn flew into the sky...<br>**

Bry was just thinking about how much she hates Slayer's bold underlined redundant lines.

Dragon Xorn burst forward with speed and knocked into Dragon Bry. Dragon Bry grunted and wiped around, smacking Dragon Xorn in the face with her monstrous claws. Dragon Xorn whacked her head with his. She pumped her wings, drawing back and ramming into Dragon Xorn's stomach, knocking him back. He whirled around and whipped her across the face with his tail. A scar appeared over the middle of her nose.

Dragon Bry roared and lunged, biting down on Dragon Xorn's neck. She got a bad grip and was easily knocked away. Dragon Xorn bit down on her front right leg. Dragon Bry kicked him in his already sensitive stomach. He reared and distanced himself. The great beats circled each other, studying the others movements. Dragon Bry took a quick breath and shot a large ball of fire at Dragon Xorn, who iced the attack and flew in for a physical one of his own. Bry lowered her head, ready to ram him back. She propelled herself forward the four strong beats of her powerful wings. They met each other in the middle, water raining down from them, flesh rippling from the impact.

They pushed against each other. Bry has to figure something out. Out of all the stories and books about dragons she's read, she cannot remember a technique any of them used to get out of this situation. Wait, yes, she can!

Dragon Bry tossed her head up with so much force, it brought Dragon Xorn's head up as well. She beat her wings hard, rising her slightly above Dragon Xorn and then brought her head down on his. It knocked him so hard Dragon Xorn was put into a daze. Dragon Bry beat her wings and rose more into the atmosphere. She then tilted down and ran straight into Dragon Xorn, biting down on his neck hard. He used his claws and grabbed onto her side. She stabbed him in the side with her tail.

They crashed down, the ground racing toward them impossibly fast.

They impacted on the ground, feelings immense pain. They transformed into their normal forms and wrestled with each other, Bry finally gaining ground and punching him across the face as hard as she possibly could, knocking him out cold.

Now, she's standing before Shadow and Geno, telling them about the entire experience.

Bry's eyes widened. A blazing ball of fire is shooting towards them. She pushed Shadow and Geno out of the way and took a deep breath. She was surprised when the fire sped up and was sucked into her mouth. She coughed and wheezed, pounding on her chest to clear it up. They looked up and saw Blaze, now unfrozen, panting heavily with her hand extended.

"I'm going to kill you all!"

* * *

><p><strong>Whoop whoop! Almost done drawing Masaru and I've finished Xorn. After Masaru I'll draw Bry :D<br>**

**Five more chapters, guys...five mire chapters.**

**I am getting excited XD Oh, and if anyone writes a MasAko fluff, then I will be a very happy author and I might do something special for you all. **

**Sons of Night...hm, who could they be? And please tell me you guys are satisfied with the archangel ancestors? I swear, I don't play favorites! DDDDDDDX**

**Though it sometimes does feel that way...**

**Ryuga: I wonder why *rolls eyes***

**Me: I hate you. *whacks with shovel***

**Anywhoozies, expect Xorn to be posted on DA soon. Maybe Masaru as well. Once I finish all my homework...WHY ARE WE GETTING HOMEWORK DURING EXAMS! YOU TEACHERS COMPLAIN ABOUT GRADING STUFF! ITS YOUR OWN FAULT FOR HAVING SO MUCH STUPID STUFF TO GRADE! STOP GIVING US SO MUCH CRAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAP!**

**Welp, HERE COMES DA SLAYA!**

**I AM THE KING!**

**I MIGHT GO AND DRAW A MUSTACHE ON AZAZEL WHILE HE'S SLEEPING!**

**WISH ME LUCK! I MIGHT NOT SURVIVE!**

**WHEEEEEEEEEEEE! *fades to black***


	36. Nightmare Drive

**Disclaimer: I do not own MFB or any of the characters submitted to me! **

**Thank you, everyone, for the reviews last chapter! It tis now the weekend so I can update! Xorn is now posted on DA, so if you wanna check that out, be my guest! **

**Lemon Quarts! Its been a long time! Lemon Quarts...that's an interesting name XD**

**Fallenbey! You better review *glare* HAHA! Teasing ;D**

**Yes, after this chapter, it will only be four more chapters. I'm getting excited! I can't wait any longer! This story has been up since October of 2013 and its still not finished! (mostly because I've been grounded a lot within that time frame -.-') So, please, enjoy this chapter! I swear, NOBODY DIES!**

**I'M SO SOOOOOOORRRRRRRRRRYYYYYYYYYY!**

**Yeah, I still feel bad :(**

**Sakura: You're pathetic. **

***grits teeth* Enjoy! And has anybody heard of The Devil is a Part-Timer? Its a really cool anime. LUCYYYYYYYY! Ahem, yes, ahem, there is a really cute version of Lucifer in it *cough* You can find pictures of him in my favorites on DA. Watch it, Fang! And everyone! *shoos with hand* Now read the chapter T.T  
><strong>

* * *

><p>Blaze glared at them, an orange aura appearing around her. She is shaking, quivering with anger. She's descended from archangels! What a ridiculous story! Fire burned around her.<p>

Shadow stepped forward. "This is my fight. I will finish it."

"But what about the-" started Geno.

Shadow cut her off, "I know. I will be wary."

Shadow summoned her sabers. She twirled them around and hoisted both onto her shoulders. She aimed them at Blaze. A bright purple magic circle appeared and blasted dark focused laser energy at Blaze. Blaze managed to dodge and ran towards Shadow with speed. Shadow's wings stretched and she took to the air, sending blasts of darkness at Blaze. Blaze dodged each one. She paused and jumped back, escaping another blast. There seems to be a strange pattern between all of Shadow's attacks.

Or should she say, Nox's attacks.

Nox started to laugh, scrunching herself up in midair while she giggled. Blaze glared.

"What's so funny, Nox?"

"First, don't call me that. Second, hehe, you fell into my trap! And you didn't even notice!" A large bright purple magic circle appeared beneath Blaze, pulsing in its purple glow. Shadow giggled more. She snapped, and the entire circle glowed. As large as the circle, dark energy exploded from the circle. Blaze was shot into the air, black smudge marks covering her entire body.

Shadow disappeared in a flash of shadow and reappeared in front of Blaze, a wicked and demented smile on her face. "I apologize for not going all-out earlier...or ever. But I think its about time Hell knows how much power a _really _possess." Her smile grew. "Would you like to be the first victim of my real magic?" Blaze shook. There's a red glow behind Shadow's long purple bangs. Shadow flicked Blaze's forehead and sent her sprawling back, creating yet another crater.

Geno shook. Bry's eyes narrowed. "I've heard of Shadow's real magic, but I also heard that she's never used it," said Bry.

"W-What is it called?" asked Geno.

Bry's gaze intensified. "Nightmare Drive."

Shadow moved her bangs away, revealing an eye with no whites, just black, and a red slitted iris. Black ink marks appeared on Shadow's face and exposed arms and thighs, enveloping her in black inky shadows. Her smile grew.

"You will now witness the true horror of Night, something demons have underestimated since forever. You disgusting filth thrive because of us. You thrive because we ride on our horses and in our chariots pulling the night sky over Earth, bringing the time for peace and sleep. However," she started to slump over as she floated down to the ground, her weapons fading away into swirls of blackness, "you foul nothings have desecrated what Night is supposed to be for. You've infected it with evil and hatred, waging horrors unspeakable during the time of rest. _No Son of Night will ever forgive you._"

She floated in front of Blaze and lightly tapped her, sending her flailing back and landing on a rock.

Shadow continued to float. "_You may have the curse of The Reaper, filth, but but I can still make you wish you were dead._"

Shadows collected in the palm of Nox's hand. With one twitch of her fingers, she blasted Blaze with dark shadow energy. Blaze screamed as the attack intensified. Xorn's eyes slowly opened. He then sat up in alarm. Blaze's screams! He has to help. Geno walked up behind him and knocked him out. He fell to the ground, lambs dancing around his head. Geno shuddered. He's a weirdo.

Shadow yawned. "Experiencing nightmares yet?"

Blaze screamed.

Shadow sighed. "That's not good enough. I want you to _scream_."

Blaze screamed even more when Shadow used both her hands. A smiled curled on the archangel's lips. Fire burned around Blaze and crawled up the shadows. The fire wrapped Shadow in a cocoon of flames. It then disintegrated to ashes. Shadow sighed in boredom.

"The first time I release Nightmare Drive and I'm not even facing a worthy opponent. Boring! You seem to have forgotten, dearest, but my shadows can nullify magic." She reached over and picked Blaze up by the hair. The demon growled, curled her fist, and punched Shadow square in the face, sending Shadow flying and releasing herself. Blaze pumped her fist. Killed two birds with one stone!

Unfortunately for her, Shadow picked herself up. The archangel's wings quivered in anger. She floated up again and raised her fist in the air, extending her pinky. A huge bright purple magic circle appeared and she pointed it at Blaze. "Raging Nightmare."

Shadows that look like monsters erupted from the magic circle and curled around Blaze in a tornado. Blaze witnessed every nightmare she's ever had at that moment.

Bry stared in horror. Is this the true power of an archangel. Out of the three original Lords of Night, Shadow is the second oldest, and she possesses _this _much power? How much did the first, Nyx, have? Bry's eyes widened. Sakura has the soul of Nyx. Sakura has access to all that power. Wait, so does Miyako. Bry gulped. Is Miyako capable of something like this? Is it possible?

For some reason, a little voice in the back of her mind whispered yes as Blaze erupted in orange flames, cancelling out the nightmares surrounding her. She's screaming: "Its not real! Its not real!"

Shadow appeared before her. "But _I'm _real."

Blaze screamed as Shadow flicked the demon away again. Blaze spit.

"I am _done _with being tossed around like a toy doll! I'll show you what _I _can do!" Fire swirled around Blaze. Shadow tilted her head in curiosity. Her eyes then widened.

Blaze has become a bright, huge, and burning phoenix.

* * *

><p>Masaru hunted for Sierra and Alice. He sniffed the air, trying to find a trace of the angels somewhere in this stupid forest. He will soon be upon Stonehenge, and already he can feel Blaze releasing her true power. Nox is currently in Nightmare Drive. He scoffed. So she <em>has <em>been holding back all these centuries?

Sounds like Shadow.

Out of the Lords of Night, she was the strategic one. Nyx was the power house, and Nớtt was the peace keeper and the one that mostly caused night to come. He sighed. If they manage to kill Nox, then they will finally be rid of the Lords of Night.

Wait, what about Nớtt's children?

And Miyako?

He growled. The Horror, The Terror, and The Nightmare...Nico and Lucida Night, and Indigo-Black Night. Those three will take Nyx, Nox, and Nớtt's places. He shuddered. Indigo is currently secluding herself, as he had once done. However, like what happened to him, he's positive that this war will draw Indigo out eventually. And when it does...he doesn't even want to think about it. The child of the Moon and Night will surely live up to her title. Sure, Shadow has Nightmare Drive, but Indigo has something _way _scarier.

The stupid angel is _okay _with killing people. In fact, she'll do it with a smile or act like she's bored while doing it. It just really depends. Mostly it depends on her general mood.

The scent of angel incited him from his thoughts. He smirked. He's found them.

* * *

><p>Blaze and Shadow clashed, butting heads together and screamed in rage. Blaze's hair is now on fire, her arms have become with large and fiery wings of a phoenix, her legs have become phoenix legs and claws, and a long fiery tail sprouted from her behind. Blaze's arms separated from the wings and she wrapped her fingers around Nox's neck. The archangel only sighed as she disappeared into shadow.<p>

She reappeared behind Blaze and kicked between her wings. Blaze screamed as she fell to the ground. Bry winced. The dragon hybrid knows _exactly _what that feels like.

Shadow lifted her pointer finger in the air and a large magic circle appeared. She pointed it at Blaze with a wide smile. "Her is your punishment from God, filth!"

A laser of black shot at Blaze. The demon barely dodged. She glared up at Shadow. She created her katana from fire and extended her wings. She shot towards Shadow at super sonic speed. Time seemed to slow down. Shadow merely regarded the blade with red and purple eyes. She scoffed as Blaze glared up at her. Time caught up and Blaze just floated straight through Shadow. Shadow materialized again and just sighed.

"You can't attack what you can't touch, dearest! Its useless!"

Shadow thrust her hand out and sent a blast of darkness at Blaze. Blaze waved her hands around, creating a shield of fire and dispersing the shadows. The demon then compressed it into a ball of fire and hurled it at Shadow. Shadow merely flew out of the way, grabbed it and turned it into darkness. Shadow burst forward at speeds impossible and rammed the ball of shadows in Blaze's face. She then slammed Blaze into the ground.

Blaze's grip on her katana tightened and she swiped it at Shadow. It passed through and Shadow kicked her in the face.

Blaze's wings opened and carried her into the air. Is this what its like to face a real archangel at full power? Did Nớtt have this much power?

Blaze gasped when Shadow shot up after her. Blaze growled. Fine! Let's do this!

She sped off in the other direction, Shadow following. Shadow summoned one of her sabers and burst forward. She slammed the saber down on Blaze's katana. Blaze opened her mouth and spit fire at her opponent. Shadow pumped her wings and lifted herself higher into the air to avoid the flames. She twirled in the air and outstretched her hand, shooting bolts of darkness at Blaze. Blaze swept to her left, then her right, then back again, avoiding all the blasts. Shadow pumped her wings extra hard.

Really? Where have these wings been all her life?

Shadow locked blades with Blaze again. Her eye glowed red and She grabbed Blaze's chin.

"See your nightmares," said Shadow. Blaze started screaming.

She beat her wings extra hard and escaped from Shadow's grasp. She shot bolts of fire at Shadow, Shadow counterattacking by shooting shadow lasers back. The two continued to chase each other through the sky, battling all out. Blaze saw the sun beginning to rise. She felt hope. She can win this! She's sure this woman won't be able to use Nightmare Drive in the sun. Shadow smirked when she noticed Blaze's hopeful look towards the sun.

"Nico! Lucida! I need more time!"

The night sky darkened. Blaze saw two figures riding black horses bringing more inky blackness, almost like a dragging a blanket across the sky.

Blaze cursed. Stupid Sons of Night!

Shadow appeared behind her and slapped her across the face, sending her impacting on the ground. No! There's no way! The Reaper's curse is on her side! She should be winning!

Shadow floated down in front of Blaze, saber in hand, glaring at the demon before her lying helplessly on the ground. Blaze gulped. "W-What are you?"

Another saber appeared and Shadow held them together. They began to glow. "I am your worst nightmare. Of course, Indigo-Black is worse than me, but I just want you to know, The Reaper's curse just keeps you from dying. I'm going to make you wish you never closed the deal."

The sabers combined to form a massive scythe. The blade and pole is black, the blade covered in purple tiger-like markings. Shadow raised the scythe above her head. "Sakura was never the only scythe-wielder. Black Nightmare!"

The scythe glowed a dark purple and Blaze's eyes widened. Shadow brought the scythe down, the largest beam of dark energy appearing, lighting up the area for miles.

Masaru looked at the beam of darkness reaching towards Heaven. He smirked. Blaze never stood a chance anyways. The demon is very powerful, but Shadow is an archangel after all. He sighed in annoyance. Now that pesky demon is going to ask him to help her unlock her true form.

Shadow looks upon her handiwork. Blaze sat at the bottom of the crater, completely KO-ed. A blank expression is on her face and she's completely covered in black.

"Y-Y-Y-You win th-th-this time, a-a-ang...bleh..." Blaze lost consciousness.

Shadow sighed, her purple bangs taking their place as she floated down to the ground. Her black aura faded. She looked at Bry and Geno, who is staring at her with new found respect. Shadow growled to herself.

"Come on, idiots, we better keep moving. Demons much more powerful than Blaze have entered the area. Sierra, Alice, Frieda, and Ninel have arrived here as well. We need to go."

"Why are they all here?" asked Geno.

Shadow sighed. "The other two portals have become Hell gates. We can no longer use them. Its only a matter of time before this one turns as well. Though, I suspect that won't happen until we get through. Let's go."

The angels hurried off toward the last remaining portal.

Little did they know, Azazel watched from afar, a smirk on his face. Masaru was watching as well from the trees, frowning deeply. His frown then twisted into a sick grin. This might be fun after all. Alabaster watched as the ran away oppositely from Masaru. His skin bubbled. Its time to transform into his hydra form. Nightmare approached from behind him, a serious look on her face.

"Its time, Alabaster-sama. The Reaper has authorized you to attack with Azazel and Masaru. She just sent one message: _Don't screw this up or you're going to the acid tank again._ 'Again,' Alabaster? What is that supposed to mean?"

Alabaster shuddered. "I don't wanna talk about it. Nightmare, this is going perfectly. Sakura was stumped on what to do next. She couldn't find the next move on her game board. I simply walked over and moved one piece. Her eyes widened and she asked me, 'Alabaster...I am open to suggestions.' When I optioned this, she couldn't resist!" He turned to Nightmare. "I love my job!"

Nightmare cleared her throat. "Um, what job, Alabaster-sama?"

Alabaster deflated his pride. "Why must you all torture me like this?"

"Um...because its fun?"

Alabaster turned anime white. "Sometimes...I hate you all."

* * *

><p><strong>Four more chapters! Four more chapters! Yay! Yay! Its about frickin' time! YAAAAAAAAAAASSSSSSSSSSS!<strong>

**Watch The Devil is a Part-Timer! I swear, its not what it looks like at first! Its really great!**

**See you all next update! I'll get back to work on Masaru!**

***mumbles* Stupid hair...I can't get it right! GAAAHHHHHH! *throws pencils across the room* *picks up pencils and rubs against cheek* Oh, I'm sorry, babies, I won't ever do it again!...For the rest of the month!**

**HERE COMES DA SLAYA!**

**I AM THE KING!**


	37. Unfortunate Events

**Disclaimer: Guys...I have a major addiction to Lucifer from The Devil is a Part-Timer. That's all I'm saying. This is the second time I'm writing out this disclaimer because right after I finished my perfect and lengthy rant, I clicked the submit button, and then the site decided to log me out.  
><strong>

**I hate technology.**

**But I oh, so, love it.**

**Why can't I just stay home all day and become a NEET? All I wanna do is draw, browse DeviantArt and Pinterest, fanfiction, and watch anime. And eat. And sleep. And eat. And watch anime. Because I have a list of sixteen animes to watch.**

**I am a loner. I don't even have a love life. Its more like an awkward social life. I surround myself with awkward and weird people like me. You can imagine our tree at lunch -_-'**

**Enjoy the chapter! I only own the plot and my characters!**

**And Masaru is now up on DA!**

* * *

><p>The portal is ahead. Shadow, Geno, and Bryony are running for their lives. They saw Sierra and Alice ahead, Sierra carrying the other angel over her shoulder, and running like Sakura herself is after her.<p>

Bry made an effort to catch up.

"What's wrong?" asked Bry.

Sierra looked at her, horrified. "Masaru!"

As if on cue, Masaru jumped out of a far patch of trees and landed in front of them, hammer in hand, a grimace on his face. He sighed as the angels stopped in front of him, swinging the hammer onto his shoulder and leaning on one hip. Shadow growled and bared her fangs. Masaru bared his back.

"You're in our way," growled Shadow.

"You're the one in my way, Nox," Masaru growled back.

He prepared to attack. He raised his hammer. He was about to bring it down on the angels when a bolt of ice appeared and blasted it out of his hands. He looked at his flying hammer, surprised to see that Frieda had caught it. She landed in front of her friends, Ninel at her side, ready for an ice attack. Frieda dropped the hammer and gripped the hilt of her sword, which is currently sheathed.

The angels took in Frieda's new breath-taking look. Her armor is shinning in the moon light, and her new white highlights in her hair made her aura seem a little more mystical and alluring than usual. Her irises are bright white, no longer the blue anyone remembers. Masaru frowned, taking in the angel's appearance as well. Then they all saw the crown upon her head.

"The Crown of Light?" said Masaru in surprised.

"My, my, Saru, you're scared of a crown?"

Everyone turned and glared. Azazel is floating towards them, nearly blinding them all with his golden glow. His deep red eyes glinted in amusement as he softly landed at Masaru's side. The darker demon regarded Azazel coldly.

Azazel frowned. "Oh, don't be that way. I thought we're friends."

"Far from it. We are merely allies," replied Masaru bluntly.

Azazel sighed and crossed his arms in a pouty way. "Fine. Be that way." He then saw Frieda. A smile curled at his lips. "Frie-Frie, my dear! How has it been?"

"Oh, great," replied the angel sarcastically. "Ninel and I have been having a fantastic time, you know, running for our lives with our tails between our legs. At least its not that cold out, or else the weather would do your dirty work for you."

She spat at him for good measure. Azazel frowned. "I must say, its going to be a pleasure to kill you."

"With no weapon? I doubt you'll have fun," said Frieda, hate boiling in her eyes. "This time, I won't loose at a show of strength."

Azazel sighed and leaned against Masaru, giving the older demon a very awkward look on his face. Azazel set his hand on his hip and closed his eyes. "I guess you're right, dearest, I won't have fun." He then opened his red eyes and smiled insanely. "But to a show of strength? I will beat you for sure!"

A black magic circle appeared to his left side, and a ghoulish looking hand appeared, holding a black sword wrapped in threadbare grey cloth. Azazel grabbed the sword by its blade, then the hilt, and pulled the covering off. Everyone gasped.

"Allow me to introduce you to the sword of The Black Knight, the only sword in the universe with the power that can match Excalibur's. I checked with Iron this time. This is the real deal. Your precious Lady of the Night couldn't get to it in time. This, my angels...and demon, is The Devourer!"

Frieda winced as she felt Excalibur start to grow hot. Its only the handle, and even that is scorching. She's afraid to think about the state of the blade.

There are roars in the distance.

"Its about time," grumbled Masaru. "They're late. Is Arkana here yet?"

Azazel shrugged and shook his head. "I've no idea."

The angels' eyes widened. Arkana is going to be here? They all turned to see two hydras crashing through the far trees. One is a platinum blonde and the other is black. Nightmare and Alabaster.

"Sorry I'm late, buttfaces."

Arkana appeared our of shadow. She glared at the angels with hate. She scoffed. She has her bow and arrows in hand. She already has three arrows nocked. The six lines under each eye looks gruesome in the moonlight.

Geno shuddered. She can already tell this demon once upon a time had the opportunity to be a Son of Night. Those lines almost look like...no, she won't say her name. Not until she takes down the witch.

"So, who takes who?" said Bry with a hint of nervousness.

"Let's both take Alabaster and Nightmare, Bry," said Sierra. Her look darkened. "I have a score to settle."

Bry nodded. They ran off to meet the hydras approaching them. Now there's only Masaru, Azazel, and Arkana.

"Dibs on Masaru," grunted Shadow.

"I've got Azazel," said Frieda, prepared to unleash Excalibur.

Geno looked at the barely conscious Alice. Shadow smiled, placing a barrier of shadows around the girl. She then nodded to Geno. Its the time for Geno to prove herself. She's going to take down Arkana.

The angels split up.

With a shout, Frieda pulled Excalibur from its scabbard, unleashing a huge furry of white flames around her. This caught the attention of everybody. The Holy Fire bathed the angels in energy and light. Frieda radiates more than the portal. Frieda advanced upon Azazel, who smirked. He was then surrounded in black and red flames.

Shadow gasped. Unholy Fire.

This is going to be difficult. Frieda inspected The Devourer closer. The handle and hilt is black and large. The blade is about five inches thick, the sharp sides of the blade stooping then rising, like waves. Red rubies are inlaid in the middle of the blade and cased in dark grey metal. Tartarus metal. That's the base of the weapon. Azazel's golden hair turned black, and his tan skin faded to a sickly grey. His wicked smile, flashing fangs, is startling compared to his new grey tone. Frieda suddenly felt less confident, the white fire around her waning ever so slightly. For her fellow angels, this was huge. They felt the extra strength weakening, therefore weakening them a bit. Frieda concentrated and her flames grew confident again. She cannot be swayed. Her friends are counting on her for aid.

She raised her sword and charged Azazel for the second time that night. Azazel shouted as he charged forward to meet her, blade at his left side. He swung up and she swung down. Their swords clashed, Holy Flames against Unholy Flames. The angel and demon screamed as they were touched by the others flames.

Geno and Arkana is circling each other. Geno knows there's something she can do to air her fellow angels. Wait, she can! Frieda is supplying her with holy light, just as she had once a long time ago. With Frieda giving her strength, she can keep up the spell and fight at the same time, while supplying Frieda back as well as her fellow angels.

She held herself like a cross and shouted at the top of her lungs, "Innocent Shine!"

Her entire figure illuminated, casting a golden white glow across the landscape for miles. The demons cowered and hid. Azazel growled. Arkana and Masaru huddled around him, but not too closely, as he surrounded the three of them in Unholy Flames. Once the burn-enemies-to-ashes part of the spell ends and its just light, they will attack again.

Frida felt her lost strength return. She pulled out her ball of sunlight and illuminated it, filling it with Holy Flames, which have increased in sheer power. It floated over to Bryony and Sierra.

Bry stared up at the hydras who, unfortunately, don't seem to be affected by Geno's light. Bry felt new found energy surge through her. She sighed in content. She now has the magic she needs to transform.

And so she did. She grew and became a mighty dragon. Sierra holding onto her spine of hair, weapon raised and screaming a battle cry. Dragon Bry roared and charged at Alabaster and Nightmare. She knows the secret of the hydra. Attack the main body, not the head. The heads will pose a problem, but while she fights Alabaster and Nightmare claw-to-claw, Sierra will fight sword-to-monster face on her back. Not to mention, they have the advantage of the skies.

Dragon Bry rammed herself into Alabaster and pushed him against Nightmare, creating a rather hilarious domino effect. Sierra shouted in approval, but was soon busy fending off dragon heads.

Shadow glared at Masaru, who is smirked.

"What's so funny?" growled the shorter angel.

Masaru smiled. "You've already used a lot of magic. You know entering Nightmare Drive a second time in a row could kill you."

Shadow's eye narrowed. "I can still tap into a few of its properties. I don't have to activate it all the way."

Masaru spread his hands. "We both know that's a bluff."

Shadow tilted her head. "Or is it?"

Her sabers appeared in her hands as she propelled herself forward at break neck speed. Masaru growled and held out the hand clad in a blue gauntlet. A burst of force ripped apart the ground and pushed Shadow back. Her hand raked the ground as she forced herself to stop, landing in a crouch. She spit some blood from her mouth.

"If I'm not mistaken, Saru, your battle with Hope has left you somewhat depleted yourself. You can't change into your true form. I say we're even." She smirked.

Masaru's frown deepened. Shadow's right. On terms of power, they've both used a lot, and are about even now. He growled. How are you supposed to defeat someone who's evenly matched with you?

Shadow is thinking the same thing. If she is correct, and she's positive she is, then there's only one way to beat him. To go into Nightmare Drive after already using it _is _suicide. She's ran out of the necessary amount of magic to sustain it. If she puts anymore pressure on herself, then that could mean death for her.

Frieda slams Excalibur down on The Devourer, white, black, and red fire shooting in every direction. Frieda growled. This is difficult. The Devourer is definitely strong. Azazel has had plenty of time to experiment with his weapon. He's had it for a long time. She, however, knows close to nothing about a sword she only got several hours ago. Azazel tipped his sword down, Excalibur sliding down the blade and Frieda going down with it. Azazel kicked Freida, sending her to the other side of the battle field.

Frieda spit some blood out of her mouth. He's much stronger than before. Could this possibly be his true form? No. All demons turn into monsters when they use their true forms. It must be the sword and the amount of magic he needs to use to control it. She can feel her own magic wavering, despite Geno's light supporting her. Frieda frowned. She needs to do this. Why is she complaining about being tired? Everyone is tired!

She stood up and held her blade before her. True, she's never used a sword, but her instincts about how to handle Excalibur come easily. It must be because of her blood line since she's related to King Arthur.

The fire raged around her. She held Excalibur to her right side and charged Azazel, who stands ready for Frieda's attack. She swung her sword up and Azazel parried. Frieda stepped back, twirled to the demon's right side, and swept Excalibur in a wide circle that was supposed to slice Azazel's stomach open. The blade merely bounced off his golden armor.

Azazel turned at the waist, The Devourer in hand, stabbing at Frieda's heart. The angel bent back and avoided The Devourer. She bent back up, stepped forward, and raised her sword. Frieda suddenly stopped, eyes wide, staring up at Azazel. His black fire grappled with her white fire as he closed his eyes, her chin between his thumb and pointer finger.

He's kissing her!

Frieda struggled and punched him in the stomach. He smirked as he released her and she jumped back, holding Excalibur up again. She's shaking, supper ticked off.

Azazel tipped his head down. "If I knew how tasty you are, I would have kissed you sooner. Well, its time for you to die now, so I just wanted a taste test."

He thrust his hand out, black and red fire shooting towards Frieda. Frieda guessed she should try the same thing. She swiped her hand through the air and , surprisingly to her, it worked. Her white fire sliced the black in half. Azazel frowned. Stupid angel. She learns quick.

Geno is having a problem. Arkana is extremely skilled. She's having a difficult time keeping up with the demon with her golden staff while Arkana uses two swords. Arkana is smiling as she slams her swords down on Geno repeatedly. If Geno is going to win, she needs to do something quick.

Geno jumped back, putting her hands to her mouth. "Mist!"

The green mist shot from the hole in her hands, billowing towards Arkana. Arkana only smiled.

"Poison Night!" called Arkana, sweeping her hand through the air, black mist curling towards Geno. The mist clashed, trying to overpower the other. Geno's eyebrows scrunched in concentration, the light she's giving off wavering. She can't win unless she takes down Innocent Shine. It will leave the other angels with less support, but once she wins, she can always activate it again.

_I'm sorry! _she screamed in her mind. Her light faded. Frieda felt heavier, almost collapsing when she felt Geno's light fade. Dragon Bry started roaring, shrinking down to her human form, panting when she finally completed the transformation. Sierra felt considerably weaker as she hoped from Almost Not Dragon Bry's back. She retrieved her friend's clothes and rushed over to the shivering dragon angel. Shadow gasped. She was counting on Geno's light to match Masaru's gravity.

Geno pushed with all her might, yet somehow, Arkana's mist overclouded hers and reached its tendrils for Geno.

Masaru smashed Shadow into the ground, earning a scream of pain.

Azazel, pressed Frieda against one of the stones of Stonehenge, The Devourer held up to her throat.

Alabaster and Nightmare have gone to their normal forms and now hold down Sierra and Bry. Alabaster holds a knife against Sierra's throat, while Nightmare's hands are pressing on Bry's throat.

"I can't wait to make you scream," whispered Azazel. Frieda's eyes widened in horror. She closed her eyes as The Devourer pressed down ever so slightly on her throat. She winced in pain as the black flames touched her. He pressed harder. Frieda screamed.

"Stop!" screamed Shadow. She shouted in pain as Masaru increased gravity on her as he picked his nails, his eyes flashing gold.

"Hey, its you, cutie," chuckled Alabaster as he held the knife closer to Sierra's throat. The young angel squirmed. Alabaster hissed and cut her over the cheek. She held still. "That's right. You behave yourself."

Nightmare glared at him. _Alabaster-sama is supposed to be with me. LOVE RIVAL!_

There's no way out. Geno grabbed at the invisible force choking her, knowing perfectly well that its Arkana's mist, giving her nightmares. Geno is losing consciousness. Her vision is starting to turn black. The skin around her eyes, nose, and mouth are starting to turn a sickly shade of dark green. She's going to die. At least she went out fighting, right?

Frieda is crying. She watched as her friend is suffocating to death and the witch laughing evilly. The portal is right behind her! Why is she so powerless! She stares into Azazel's eyes, knowing they'll be the last she'll ever see.

Azazel's eyes suddenly widened as the light coming from the portal brightened. He dropped Frieda and stepped back. Arkana saw this and she too looked at the portal, forgetting entirely about Geno.

Alabaster and Nightmare saw and both gulped at the same time. (AHHHHH! I SHIP IT!)

Masaru looked over his shoulder. Instead of relenting on Shadow just the tinniest bit, he seemed to crush her a little more, though looking a little surprised as he stared at the portal. The angels looked, even Alice is somewhat conscious now, staring with wide, blank eyes. Geno slightly recovered, coughing and rasping, staring up at the portal, holding up her staff so that she could see.

Two figures are walking from the light, one a male, one a female. Before walking out, they both pointed at the demons.

"Demons," said the female, "tonight, you shall die."

The male spoke up: "Tonight, we will seek vengeance for this blasphemy."

"For we, the Children of the Moon, shall avenge God and these angels."

"And all who have fallen this night."

"I, Storm Caster."

"And I, Castiel Diarmuid."

* * *

><p><strong>Its about time I introduced these two! Rargh!<br>**

**Yay! Three more chapters! I'm banging these out, huh? **

**Welp, I'm almost done with Bry! She's gonna look awesome! *mumbles* No, Slayer, sleeves don't look like bear arms.**

**So, I'm thinking about taking commissions on DA. This includes fanfictions that will be posted both on there and on here. So have fun with that! Expect Bryony up by tomorrow! Geno is next!**

**BAIS!**

**HERE COMES DA SLAYA!**

**I AM THE KING!**


	38. Miyako Goes Shopping With the Devil

**Disclaimer: Yes, there will be a sequel. Angels and Demons: Rise in Revolution. I got the title idea from my favorite song by Skillet called Rise. Listen to it. That song is the entire theme for the sequel. **

**So I decided to make this chapter...a relief chapter. Comedy relief. Supernatural usually do a funny episode before something bad happens. **

***breaks into song* Carry on, my wayward son!**

**Ryuga: Stop! It hurts!**

**Me: T.T Buttface.**

**Anywho, enjoy the chapter!**

* * *

><p>Miyako never suspected to make friends with The Devil.<p>

Yet, here she is, walking down a deserted hall to her and Masaru's room, coming directly from Sakura's room.

The demon has been unusually nice to her lately. Does she feel bad for yelling at her? No, that's not Sakura at all. If anything, that would probably be Masaru...if he had yelled at her. Anyone else he would just tell them to suck it up.

Masaru...she still doesn't fully forgive him. At all. If anything, she's absolutely terrified of him. The things he can do...that scares her. And he knows it.

Back on topic.

Miyako looked down at the clothes drapped across her right arm and a little black leather bound book in her hands. Sakura had given them to her after a game of chess. Even if the she-demon said she went easy on Miyako, she refuses to believe it. Either Sakura is wicked good at chess, or Miyako just sucks at it.

Its probably the second thing.

Miyako shrugged. Whatever. She doesn't understand the game anyway.

The angel finally reached her and Masaru's room, opening the door and entering. She slipped out of her hoodie and shorts, putting on the new clothes from Sakura, along with a few accessories.

_Dress like a demon,_ she said. _You'll like it, _she said

Yeah. Sure.

Miyako looked down at her clothing. Sakura had chosen knee-high black Converse with white laces, black shorts, a loose purple tank top, and a black leather jacket. She's wearing the pendant from Masaru, along with a black leather belt and wallet chains. She's wearing black diamond earrings and to complete the outfit, a black circlet sitting on her brow.

Sakura has a strange but interesting taste, she'll admit.

But what's even more stranger then the demon's fashion taste, is that Sakura invited Miyako to go on a shopping trip throughout Hell with a few others. Kiara will be coming along, also Diamante and Kasumi. Melanie is busy training and trying to get her other vampire powers to unlock.

Miyako stares at the pendant around her neck. She's discovered another use of it. She can travel through shadows instantly to wherever she wants within the realm she's in. Even though she can't use it to escape Hell, its a good step to running. But for some strange reason, she doesn't want to leave the castle. She'll wait until the time is right. She's taken care of here. At least she'll take what she can get.

She walked through a shadow, appearing in Sakura's room. Diamante, Kiara, and Kasumi are waiting with Sakura. Sakura smiled.

"Its about time," smirked the demon.

Miyako scoffed. "Whatever."

"Let's go!" said Kasumi, twirling around in her outfit. She's not wearing any of her armor, which was kind of surprising. Diamante and Kiara are dressed in casual outfits.

Diamante is wearing a black tank top and black ripped up jeans with black leather jacket, black chained belt, black fingerless gloves, black high boots, black diamond earrings and a black and gold necklace with a black diamond broken heart shaped pendant.

Kiara is wearing a red tank top and on top, a black sleeveless unzipped hoodie, along with black ripped jeans, black combat boots, black and red crossed belts, and a black fingerless glove on the right hand and a red leather bracelet. She also wears a pair of ruby earrings and a black ring with a ruby gem.

Sakura's appearance surprised Miyako. The demon has her shaved hair flopped over on the left, and she's wearing a spaghetti strap tank top under a see-through white racer back. Her shorts are black, and she's wearing a short pair of black combat boots and some stockings, that go a few inches above the knee, striped black and red. The lines on her cheeks are still there, and she's as pale as ever.

Sakura smiled and led the five of them to a door on their right. When she opened it, it revealed a crowded street. Rancid stench overflowed Miyako's nose. She feels ready to vomit and even pass out. It stinks!

Diamante noticed Miyako cover her mouth. The demon laughed. "Don't worry, you'll get used to it."

"Its funny how its a demon talking," grumbled Miyako.

Diamante rolled her eyes. They climbed through the doorway and made their way onto the street. Demons bumped and slightly pushed Miyako around as she tried to walk down the crowded street. Sakura simply cleared her throat and everydemon moved to the sides. As the demon and disguised angel walked down the street, Miyako silently prayed that the feather pendent works covering up her halo. She felt self conscious as she walked with Sakura, slightly hiding behind the demon as all eyes settled on her.

"Sakura, they're all looking at me," she whispered.

"Of course," said Kiara. "You're with the Devil and her guard. They think that you must be a new guard."

"Well, at least the pendent is working," smiled Kasumi. Miyako nodded in agreement as they entered a store. The demons around them went back to what they were doing. Miyako sighed in relief. At least now they're not drawing to much attention to themselves.

Kiara and Diamante walked through an aisle, looking for clothes. Miyako looked around her. Oh. They're in a clothing store.

Kasumi grabbed the angels hand. "Come on! Let's look for some clothes!"

The young demon dragged Miyako down another aisle, looking through the hangers of clothes on the racks. Miyako sighed and shrugged. Might as well. Sakura is after all_ letting_ her have fun. She should take advantage. Especially since Masaru is away.

Without him here, she's an easy target for anyone once they realize what she is.

Miyako's senses sky rocketed. She's now on high alert. She eyed the demons around her, looking at clothes and giggling over gossip. They look like regular mortals. The angel scoffed. She knows better than that. They're monsters. All of them. And she's in the nest.

She saw a black muscle shirt with a skull and cross bones on the front. Miyako picked it up, inspected it, and placed it back on the rack. She at least needs to look like a demon. Kasumi looked over at her.

"There's no need to worry," she said sweetly with a smile.

Miyako raised an eyebrow. "Really?"

"Everyone thinks you're in Sakura's guard. They think that no matter what, you're here for a reason, and you're allowed to be here. As shows of victory, Sakura often yanked Hope and Geno everywhere she went. It was a show of power, a show that demonstrated even the mightiest angels, like Hope Song, can eventually be put in chains. She also showed everyone that normal angels, such as Geno, can easily be overcome. Sakura demonstrates power. Most likely, if someone figured you out, they would be too scared to attack, or would think that Sakura turned you against the other angels and respect you as a fallen angel."

Miyako's eyes widened. "She is a genius at strategy."

Kasumi nodded as she looked through more clothes. "Yes. She is. No one would dare question her. For millennia, she's lead Hell in a line that is growing continuously and exponentially. That means its always curving up towards infinity."

Miyako pursed her lips in a flat line. Kasumi is right. Sakura _is _a genius, even if she needs help sometimes. She saw what happened between Sakura and Alabaster. For once, Sakura didn't know where to place a piece until Alabaster moved one. He can be smart, which means he can be dangerous too. In the next few weeks, its possible for him to reclaim his position as Sergeant of the Underworld once again. That is, if he can figure out how.

And he probably could.

"Diamante!"

"I'm sorry!"

"Stupid head!"

"I said I'm sorry, Kiara!"

"You punched me in the boob!"

Kasumi sweatdroped as a fight between the two broke out, both screaming at each other as they argued. "She seems to get punched in the boob a lot."

Miyako sweatdroped as well. "No kidding."

* * *

><p>They're in a piercings store.<p>

Miyako's managed to get at least one outfit. It sits in a bag around her wrist as she watches Kasumi get her first cartilage piercing. The small naiad hybrid sits in the chair, a demon woman holding out different types of piercings to the young demon. Kasumi looks half scared, half excited, as she picked a blue diamond stud and sat back in the chair, letting the demon lady work her magic.

Sakura leaned on one hip, Diamante coloring on her wrist with a Sharpie she found, and Kiara inspecting a wall with tattoo pictures. Miyako's standing next to Sakura. Sakura eyed Miyako.

"You could get one too, you know," she stated flatly.

"Uh...you're right. I could. Doesn't mean I want to."

Sakura's eyes narrowed. Miyako gulped. Oops. She just back-talked to Sakura. The angel walked over to a table with piercings set for display and browsed. Maybe this will make Sakura happy. She was surprised to find Sakura joining her, finger on chin and eyes looking over the different styles.

"Another, Sakura?"

Sakura nodded. "Of course. I love piercings. Should I get snake bites or spider bites?"

Miyako thought that over. "I think you would look fine with one snake bite."

Sakura sighed. "You're right. Spider bites are hideous. Besides, I think two snake bites are a bit too much. Drake already has two."

"W-Who's Drake?" asked Miyako, a flash of fear turning her blood cold.

Sakura chuckled. "There's nothing you need to worry about. Drake is a relatively weak demon who uses his charms against his opponents. I would know. I was once in a romantic relationship with him."

"Again, your capability of love astonishes me," said Miyako bluntly.

Sakura scoffed and picked out a piercing, walking over to another chair next to Kasumi, who is wincing in pain even when she hasn't received the piercing, fending off the demon lady by repeatedly whacking her on the nose with her trident.

Miyako shrugged and turned back around. She saw a black diamond stud. She smiled. This will do nicely.

She picked one up and walked over to one of the demon ladies, sitting in a chair, and waited for the lady to pierce her.

There was a shriek when Kasumi finally got her ear pierced. The small demon bounded over to a mirror on the opposite side of the room and inspected herself, giggling happily.

Miyako held her breath as the demon taking care of her clipped the stud in a piercing gun and held it to her ear. The demon pulled the trigger, and Miyako experienced a slight pain. She winced and then the pain faded.

"You're finished, hon," said the demon lady.

Miyako looked at herself in a mirror, seeing the black stud in her left ear. She slightly smiled, pleased with herself. _You know what? Today, I'm gonna do what I want...within reason!_

Eventually, they left the store, everybody happy as they headed towards a night club. Miyako suddenly turned pale. She's never been to one of these. Isn't pleasure like this a sin? She gulped. What if it is? What would happen to her? Is this Sakura's way of tempting her to fall? It is the type of thing the demon would do. After all, she's infamous for it.

Kiara noticed the angel's pallor complexion. The demon sighed. "Its alright. Its not a sin. You don't have to worry."

Miyako looked at Kiara, who's crossing her arms, with a dark flush across her cheeks. She pointed a single accusing finger at Kiara, screaming, "How would you know, sick thing!"

Kiara sweatdropped. "I was an angel once too. Most of us were."

Miyako flushed more, still jabbing an accusing finger. "I totally knew that!"

Diamante smirked. "Yeah right."

"Shut up, Sparky!"

"Did you just call me Sparky?!"

"I totally did not! You're hearing things!"

"I am not!"

Kasumi whacked them all with her trident. "Shut up."

"You shut up, small fry!" screamed all three at the same time. Sakura slowly turned around to look at them, the darkest glare on her face, her eyes screaming bloody murder. Diamante, Kiara, and Miyako stopped talking immediately.

Sakura turned back around. "I swear, for all your sakes, I better be the one hearing things."

Everyone was quiet after that.

When they approached the night club, Miyako hung back. Sakura saw this and sighed, handing the angel some currency. "Take this and go do what you want. Just make sure to meet us back here. If you try and escape, I will know, and you will be sorry. Masaru will most definitely punish you. Who knows? He could force you to dress in a dog costume for a week and make you walk around Hell in it."

Miyako blinked. "Uh...what kind of dog costume?"

Sakura left.

"Let's just say its really hot and sweaty," said Kasumi with a grossed out voice. "Its made of wool, so you can expect to die in, like, the first five minutes. Mostly from embarrassment, but mostly from the heat."

Miyako's nodding in understanding. "Thanks, Sumi."

"Yup!"

The young demon skipped inside. Miyako relaxed, looking down at all the money in her hand. Wow. That's a lot. A hundred thousand. What does she think she'll be needing it for? Buying all the donuts in Hell?

Though that sounds pretty good.

Miyako wandered off. Sakura would only know if she had spies around. There was an explosion in the distance. She heard demons muttering around her.

"Oh, cool, the fights are starting again!"

"Let's go watch!"

It clicked. Sakura gave her all this money because the demon knew she would be interested in watching! Jeez, that demon is clever.

Miyako followed the bulk of the crowd towards the arena. Once she paid and took a seat, she saw just how big the arena really is. She looked around, bewildered. Heaven has nothing like this! Angels don't fight each other there for fun. Guess there are a few perks to being a demon. You get great entertainment and really hot boyfriends.

Shut up, Miyako!

A loud deep male voice came on speaker. "**Welcome, one and all, to another fight!**" Cheer. "**Today's match, Marikai versus Jinxx Spectrus!**"

"Who?" whispered Miyako.

From one end of the stadium, a very tan demon with wild white hair and a bored expression walked towards the center of the stadium. He's wearing a thick black belt and brown Arabian styled pants tucked in black boots, with a battle axe strapped around his waist. He wears no shirt, but black markings cover his upper body, going up his neck, and ending underneath his dark silver eyes. A deep frown is placed on his face, and he has high cheekbones and pointed ears. Miyako mentally slapped herself for finding this Marikai attractive (I think he's just showing up in this chapter).

Next, a girl walked in from Miyako's right. This girl is strange.

Her expression is nothing but serious, but her eyes gave off a slightly demented look.

Jinxx has black hair with an emo tease and is extremely messy, with pink and blue streaked bangs covering half of her right eye and black bangs that frame her face. She's pale, to the point she's grey, and has golden hazel eyes and thick eyelashes. She has pointed ears. She wears a black trench coat that covers her neck like a turtle neck, with longs sleeves that reach her wrists and extends down to her knees. The trench coat is buttoned together by white buckles and chains. The ends of the trench coat fan out one it separates slightly below the belly button. She wears a sleeveless white shirt underneath. The trench coat has inside pockets and outside pockets. She's wearing white baggy pants tucked into knee-high black combat boots with spikes. Her left hand has a white fingerless glove while her other has a black fingerless glove. Her hands are currently in her outside pockets. Around her waist is strapped two Arabian swords, one with a bright neon blue handle, and the other a bright neon pink.

When Marikai and Jinxx met in the center of the stadium, the crowd went crazy. Miyako felt a little sick from all the different rancid smells.

"**Begin in...3...2...1...GO SHOOT!**"

Jinxx whipped out her swords inhumanly fast, Marikai reacting with just the same amount of speed. They clashed swords. Miyako was surprised about the force behind their attacks. Jinxx smirked and was suddenly surrounded in bright pink flames. Her eyes widened with insanity as shr started giggling wildly. She swung her swords down and as she giggled, she raised her sword and swept it through the air, aiming for Marikai's neck.

The other demon quickly dodged. He hit Jinxx with the flat of his blade and knocked her back. She growled and flashed sharp fangs at Marikai. Miyako looked around the stadium as the crowd cheered and screamed, urging on the she demon to finish of Marikai. A wicked grin split across Jinxx's face.

"I guess I cannot resist," said Jinxx, spreading her hands in a mocking manner. Her eyes widened even more with insanity. Miyako got a better look at her eyes and shivered. That demon has three pupils in a triangle like shape. "I'm going to enjoy making you suffer! What will be first? Decapitation or complete utter embarrassment as you lose all you limbs in front of everyone?!"

She giggled more and Marikai backed away. "You're sick!"

Jinxx tilted her head to the side, narrowing her eyes to a slight squint and the grin on her face stretching ear to ear. She held her hands in front of each other, a purple and pink ball of energy forming between. "Does it look like I care? Nope!"

She released the ball of energy as she laughed like a maniac. Her arms hung loosely at her sides as she laughed. Dust rose and fell, revealing Marikai barely managing to hold a shield up. He's grunting with effort.

Jinxx laughed more.

"You expect to beat me like that?! Fat chance!" She giggled more as she swung her swords around. "I think I'll rip your throat out and force you to choke it back down! Won't that be fun?!"

She burst forward at an impossible speed and swung her swords down. Marikai spun to the side to avoid the blades, holding up his battle axe in case Jinxx tried to attack him again. The she demon frowned.

"That ruined the fun. Why won't you play around, insect?"

"You're insane! If you think I'm going to keep fighting, this is ridiculous!"

Jinxx's frown deepened and she glared at Marikai. "You dare spoil my fun? I'm gonna make you pay!" A pink magic circle appeared in front of her back and her eyes widened as another sick grin cracked upon her face. "This is your redemption day, insect! Enjoy death!"

She spread her arms to her sides and large pink and black feathered wings extended from her back. She beat them hard and she rose high up into the air.

"She used to be an angel."

Miyako turned to see Sakura sitting next to her. Miyako blinked. "What?"

Sakura sighed. "Her name is Asmodeus. She's a fallen angel. You can think of her as an archdemon."

"Those exist?!"

Sakura raised an eyebrow at her. "I thought I am a perfect example. I'm an archdemon."

"Is she as powerful?"

Sakura laughed. "Hardly! Jinxx is indeed very powerful but nowhere near my power. She's part of the most recent generation of demons. She's one of the powerful ones. Kiara, Diamante, Arkana, Akira, Blaze, Xorn, and all the others are part of that generation. They're all very powerful. However, Jinxx still has her wings. They may not be white anymore, but she's still got them."

Miyako shook. She turned to watch the rest of the battle.

Jinxx laughed as she raised one hand in the air, pointer finger extended. A large bright pink magic circle appeared and she pointed at Marikai.

"Good bye, insect!"

A million other small purple magic circles appeared in the air and on the ground, all pointing at Marikai. She grinned widely one last time before all magic circles shot round after round of magic bullets at Marikai, shredding him to pieces. Miyako saw Sakura's eyes glowing red and then fade back to gold. The angel gulped.

"Is he...?"

Sakura nodded. "Dead? Yes. So what do you think of Asmodeus?"

Miyako gulped. "I think she's insane."

Sakura shrugged. "So she's got some mental problems. Oh well. Whatever. She'll be joining the war with her twin sister."

"She's got a twin?!"

Sakura nodded. "Her name is Abaddon. She's twice as powerful as Asmodeus. But they'll enter later. I just need to make sure Jinxx won't kill any of her troops for fun." Sakura sighed and rubbed her temples. "Oh, Lucifer, Abaddon is twice as bad. She tortures her troops for fun, then kills them, brings them back to life, and then sacrifices them, then bring them back to life, and then kill them again. At least Asmodeus gets it over quickly. Abaddon enjoys taking her sweet time."

Miyako stared at Sakura as the demon rambled on. So this demon will join the war eventually. That's bad news for them. Hopefully they've got some powerful angels still. She keeps hearing things about these Sons of Night. As part of her deal, she must become one. What is a Son of Night? Maybe she'll find out. No dark angel really specified on that.

"Let's go. The others are waiting for us. Besides, I think our fun is over," said Sakura as she stood up and walked away. Miyako stole one last glare towards Jinxx, finding the fallen angel staring back at her, a wide smile on her face and a knowing look in her eyes. Her highlighted hair is completely covering her right eye, giving her the more insane look.

Miyako gulped and chased after Sakura, wanting to get as far away as possible. As she followed her group back towards the castle, a voice inside Miyako's head said: _I know what you are. Beware. The Devil can't keep me from you for much longer. I'll come for you eventually. Good night, little angel insect._

Miyako shivered as she entered the castle. Sakura looked back at her, seeming to know what just happened. Miyako looked down. The longer she's here, the more danger she's in. She needs Masaru back to protect her. She hates to admit it, but she needs him here with her.

She entered her room and got on her pajamas. She could barely sleep that night.

* * *

><p><strong>Sorry about not updating. Finals are coming up and my teachers are stacking me with homework. Come on! There's only ten more days of school left! Cut me some slack! <strong>

**Hope you like the update!**

**Stretching it out big time, huh? Two more chapters! Twwooooooo!**

**Jinxx: Hehe...I can't wait to kill her.**

**Me: ...I'm going to go hide from my own character. She's got as much creativity as I do. That's a little scary. Welp, good night and good day! Now, I shall go play with my Yu-Gi-Oh! cards! WHOOOOOOO! Blue-Eyes, White Lightning! Mwahahahahaha!**

**HERE COMES DA SLAYA!**

**I may have a minor Yu-Gi-Oh! addiction lol**


	39. Excalibur

**Disclaimer: After this, there will be only one chapter left. Only one. I am currently working on the webcomic version, so expect Chapter 1 up somewhere within the next two weeks. Thank goodness the first chapter is short, huh? LOL**

**I'm gonna miss this story. Yes, I'll be working on the next one, but I'll still miss writing this one. It really has been great, guys!**

**Yay! Battle chapter!**

**Enjoy!**

* * *

><p>The two characters walked out of the light, revealing themselves. All other eyes widened.<p>

Storm has short, choppy layered feathery white hair and sharp golden eyes. She has pale skin and thick eyelashes. She has three lines under her eyes as a birthmark, and another pair each extending from the back of her neck, down her arms, and separating into one individual extending over the ring finger, the middle finger, and the pointer finger. These glow a white-blue when her powers are activated. She is tall and slender. She also has pointed ears and narrow eyebrows. She's wearing a knee-length white off the shoulder dress with a black leather strip tied around her waist and held together with strings. She has elbow-length black gloves with white trim and black knee-high boots also with white trim. She wears long feathered ear rings and white falcon feathers woven into her hair. Her pointed ears are long and there are multiple silver clasps up the ridges. She wears multiple rings on her fingers.

Castiel has black hair with a blond streak going down the middle, along with crystal blue eyes and ears with many piercings along the cartilage. He has a light stubble on his chin and a tan complexion. He's wearing a dark blue muscle shirt and black combat pants tucked in black combat boots. He's wearing black wrist bands on each wrist. He's also very tall.

Castiel glared down at the demons. Storm's golden eyes seemed to boil with turmoil.

Storm outstretched her hand and a long silver rod with a large swirling black and white crystal at the top that spritzing with lightning appeared. It has long cords connected to it with white falcon feathers and the crystal sits on top of an ornate metal storm cloud. She pointed the end at Arkana and Azazel. Castiel summoned a large silver halberd with intricate carvings on the blade. Frieda's eyes widened. Celestial Runes?

"Shadow Witch," stated Storm slowly in a faint British accent, "tonight, you will die here. Enjoy your last few moments before I run you through."

Arkana smirked. "You won't, Light Witch. Tonight, you will be the one dying." She turned to Geno, who is barely conscious, gasping for air as she knelt on the ground. "I think I would rather prefer a challenge. Good luck staying alive."

Storm's eyebrows furrowed, her expression becoming all the more serious. She put both hands on her wand, which glowed and then changed into a silver sword, black leather around the handle, the guards shaped like wings. She held it in front of her.

Arkana frowned. "I see you won't make this easy for me and just cower like the dog you are. Oh well." She smirked. "I guess I'll enjoy killing you."

"Humph. Typical demon," said Storm as she raised her sword above her head, closing her eyes. She opened them, revealing pure white orbs. With a shout, she brought her sword down, a whirlwind ripping through the air, heading toward a slightly startled Arkana.

Arkana jumped high into the air and dodged the attack. She burst forward toward Storm, who remains still. Arkana raised her swords and swung them down toward Storm. Castiel sighed and simply flicked the end of his halberd up, blocking Arkana's attack.

"Storm, you really must stop relying on me like this. You'll get yourself killed."

Storm shrugged. "I can't help it. You're here. Might as well make use of you."

Castiel faked a hurt expression. "Storm, that's harsh."

"Oh, do shut up. You're no fun. Now go fight your own bloody battles."

Castiel smirked. "Very well. Good luck to you, sister."

"And you, brother..."

Castiel's smirk grew wider. "Very well then, Masaru, how about I make you suffer?"

Shadow's eyes widened (guys, I'm listening to the Game of Thrones theme right now. Supper inspired X3). She's only heard about the Messengers of God. But she's never met them. That means...God has sent them Himself. Shadow smiled in happiness. He's still watching over them. She scorned herself for losing faith even for a second. She's never doubting God again. Ever.

Castiel held his halberd at his side. "Prepare to die, filth."

Masaru smiled. "Same to you."

Castiel was surrounded in white light. He slid into a battle position, ready to strike, eyes closed. Masaru held his fists in front of him, increasing gravity on Shadow a bit. Dark energy surrounded him.

Storm faced Arkana and Azazel, sword held before her perfectly aligned with her middle, eyes closed. She slowly raised it above her head. "Anarchy Angel," she whispered. "Care to join me?"

Frieda walked over and stood next to Storm, raising Excalibur above her head, the white fire around her growing and blazing around her. White wind whipped around Storm, the skies darkening around her, lightning flashing. Frieda noticed there was no thunder.

Storm opened her eyes slowly, her eyes glowing white. Castiel slowly opened his eyes as well, them glowing a bright white. Thunder clapped, lightning illuminating the sky. Power surged around Storm and Castiel as they prepared attacks. Frieda closed her own eyes.

Alabaster and Nightmare watched from afar, glued in place as they watched the scene before them. Are Azazel and Masaru going to overpowered? Bry and Sierra watched as they lay on the ground, eyes wide in wonder.

Angels like them exist?

Angels so perfectly in sync, they can control a storm together? Which is what? Who is thunder and who is lightning?

The answer will soon show itself.

Frieda felt Storm's pulse. Storm burst forward at impossible speed, slamming her sword down on Arkana's. With a scream of retaliation, Frieda charged Azazel, her flames stronger than ever. It blazed around her like a spreading wildfire, consuming everything in its path. Azazel held The Devourer at the ready, black fire blazing around him. Castiel charged at Masaru, halberd at the ready. Energy surrounded the demon's fists as he jumped forward, fists ready to strike.

Castiel swept up with his halberd, aiming the blade at Masaru's stomach. Masaru bent backwards, avoiding the weapon. He jabbed up for Castiel, who narrowly averted the strike. Castiel hit Masaru in the head with the end of his halberd. The demon grunted but sent a force blast at Castiel, propelling him in the opposite direction.

Storm exchanged blow after blow with Arkana. The Shadow Witch growled as she blocked one of Storm's strikes. Now she remembers one of Storm Caster's titles. The Light Witch is extremely skilled with magic and the sword.

As if on cue, lightning surrounded Storm's sword. Arkana's eyes widened. A magic attack already? They've just started. Storm whirled around, sword at her side. She stopped, facing Arkana, sword raised above her head. Storm's expression became more serious.

Lightning swirled around her sword as she screamed "Thunder Strike!"

She brought her sword down, unleashing a flurry of lightning at Arkana.

Arkana held her hands above her, shouting, "Dark Wall!"

A black bubble appeared around her, holding off Storm's powerful spell.

"I'm going to kill you, Lightning Saber!" screamed Arkana as she absorbed the shield into her hand in the form of an orb. It grew slightly, pulsing with energy. She threw it at Storm. Storm sighed. She swiped her arm through the air, wind cutting Arkana's ball in half.

"Shadow Witch," said Storm calmly, "watch what you say. Indeed, I am the Lightning Saber. I am the calm before the storm. Do not test a storm. I can summon things unbelievable to you."

"Like the King of Storms?" said Arkana, holding her swords at her side.

Storm nodded. "Indeed. Do not test me. I would like to not kill you. However, you have provoked me by harming angels in the worst way. I was sent by God to finish you, and finish you I will."

Arkana smirked. "Lets see you try."

Storm held her sword before her and tightened her grip. "We will see."

Castiel and Masaru are pounding at each other. The demon had somehow managed to get his hammer hack, and is currently deflecting every strike made by Castiel. The angel growled in anger. This guy is making things difficult. He knows that soon they'll need a great distraction. He's counting on Storm to activate her spell when the time is right. Once that happens, they can count on Frieda. That is, if the girl has what it takes to use the true extent of Excalibur.

Speaking of which, Frieda slashed and parried as she faced off with Azazel. She ducked and stabbed, blocked and dodged, but Azazel remains dominant in swordplay. Frieda growled. How is she supposed to beat this demon? Its near impossible. She looked over to her friends regaining her senses and fighting back along side Storm and Castiel.

Frieda roared in defiance, swinging Excalibur in a wide arc, releasing a sheet of fire in its wake. Azazel managed to avoid the attack. He growled.

"How dare you. I like you, angel, but I'm going to have to cut you down to a preferable size- miniscule!"

"Let's see you try, blackhead!" said Frieda.

"Did you just call me acne?"

"You are a little mump of annoying dirt. Is it really so hard to accept the truth?" growled Frieda, attacking with her sword.

Azazel parried. "If I didn't know, dear, I'd say that you're getting tired. How about you take a break?"

Frieda kicked him in the stomach. "When pigs fly!"

Azazel smirked. "I can arrange that."

"Better not." Frieda twirled, fire swirling around her in a hellfire. She slashed down diagonally, the fire becoming overwhelming. She's going to protect her friends! She will shed holy light on them and make them strong again! They're up and fighting again, giving her courage to fight this demon off.

Azazel was mildly surprised. Her flames are becoming more powerful by the second. He growled. He'll kill them all. His flames raged around him. He's going to kill this infant! He's going to send her to the deepest parts of Hell, where she will be tortured for eternity!

Frieda growled. Things are about to get a little more difficult.

Storm and Arkana exchanged blows, blowing each other and the things around them away with every strike. Storm raged as she pounded down on Arkana. Its a shame the demon doesn't know a thing about the sword. She would cower if only she knew who this sword once belonged to. Lightning spritzed around it in little sparks. It then erupted into a tornado around the blade.

Storm raised her sword above her head. Arkana's eyes widened. The demon then smirked.

"I'll just block the attack again," she said to the angel confidently.

Storm smirked. "Who said I'll be attacking with this attack first?"

Arkana looks puzzled. The clouds above the demon flashed with lightning. Arkana realized only too late. The demon looked up just as she was zapped with a powerful bolt of lightning. Storm roared as she brought her sword down, releasing the surge of power that built up. It ripped the ground in its path to shreds. Arkana screamed. She didn't put her shield up in time. The demon screamed more as Storm increased the power of her attack.

When the energy subsided, Arkana was left in a smoldering heap. The demon growled as she lifted herself from the ground. White pale hands reached up from the ground, touching places on the demon's body. Black fire surrounded the demon. Arkana suddenly felt revived. She looked over to Azazel, who gave her a look of disapproval. The Shadow Witch growled.

"I am a Shadow Witch," she growled as she stood up to one knee. "I divide and conquer, destroying everything in my way to my goal. Storm Caster, The Lightning Saber, Light Witch of the Elm Forest, you are in my way."

Storm held her sword in front of her in a defending position. "That's too bad. You're the one in my way."

The two roared as they charged the other.

Masaru and Castiel swung their weapons at each other. Their weapons clashed, creating a shock wave that ripped through the ground. They jumped back from each other, both thrusting their hands out. A ball of force and energy began to form between them. Castiel growled with effort. Masaru clenched his teeth. How is this angel able to control gravity too? That should be impossible! Unless...

He's not using gravity.

Masaru felt a surge coming up through him. He roared as he directed the thrust through his extended arm, blowing away Castiel and sending the angel flying. two large white wings appeared on Castiel's back and he caught himself in midair. He slowly floated down to the ground, halberd in hand. When he landed, Masaru asked:

"You control a force similar to gravity."

Castiel smirked as he tilted his head forward, eyes closed. "That's right. I control sound waves and everything that makes noise. I could disrupt your sound waves and make you speechless. I could if I wanted to. But I'm not in the mood. Besides, I must conserve energy."

Masaru tilted his head in curiosity. "Why is that?"

Castiel smirked. "You'll find out eventually, Lord of Ravens."

He swung his halberd through the air, sending sound waves straight toward Masaru, ripping apart the ground in its wake. It propelled Masaru into the air. The demon steadied the gravity around him and on him, making him still in the air. He cursed under his breath. This angel's power is similar to his to the point they have the same properties.

He must figure out the angel's weakness and why he's conserving power.

Frieda slashed with Excalibur, ripping apart the ground. Azazel grunted as he avoided attacks. This girl is smarter and more powerful than he ever thought. He's clearly underestimated her. Azazel sliced back at her. Frieda moved with the skill and grace of a master swordswoman. She parried every move he made against her. How can she possibly be so skilled without the needed experience. Then again, there is her heritage to consider.

She is, after all, related to King Arthur. Not to mention, she's his last decedent.

Its time to overpower her and every angel around him.

As Frieda brought her sword down on him, he swept The Devourer up to completely block her. His fire rose up and swirled around him. Frieda's eyes widened. She knows what he's planning on doing. She growled. Her fire grew. Every angel and demon looked at the clashing angel and demon in awe. Storm and Castiel exchanged glanced. Now it the time to call upon the Ruler of Storms.

The two walked over to each other. No one else seemed to notice as they grabbed the each others hands and held themselves like crosses. They started to glow.

Frieda and Azazel now have typhoons of fire around them. They screamed as they pressed against each other, trying to overpower the other. Their fire illuminated for miles, casting lights upon the land brighter than the portals. Storm and Castiel nodded. Its time.

They glowed even more and the clouds above them thundered and flashed with lightning.

"We call upon you, Tempest, Dragon Ruler of Storms!"

The demons and angels looked at the twins. A roar shook the earth. They all looked up, even Frieda and Azazel, to see a massive dragon descending from the sky. The dragon seemed to spark and glow, its scales rolling as if it was made of clouds. Its largeness astounded everyone. The dragon continued to hover above them all, roaring as if in anger at the demons.

"Angels! Come over here if you wish to survive!" called Storm.

Frieda kicked Azazel and ran toward Storm and Castiel. The other angels followed. Shadow somehow managed to free herself. The ran and stood behind Storm and Castiel.

"Tempest!" shouted Castiel, "smite these demons with your excellence!"

Tempest took a deep breath, releasing a storm from his open maw, blowing the demons away.

"Arkana!" shouted Azazel as he caught the Shadow Witch. He held her close to him. "Are you okay?" She nodded as she clutched his golden armor. He stabbed The Devourer into the ground and held on. Masaru anchored himself in place with his gravity. Xorn and Nightmare went flying away as Bry and Sierra barely managed to crawl over to their friends.

Tempest blew until he couldn't anymore. He then began to rise into the clouds.

"Where is he going?!" said Geno.

"We only have the power to command him once," said Storm. "It really is a bloody problem."

"Agreed," muttered Castiel.

"Anarchy Angel," said Storm as she released her brother's hand. Frieda looked at her.

"Yes?"

"We need you to use Excalibur."

"Uh, I have been, in case you haven't noticed," grumbled Frieda.

"We mean to use its spell, the one that made it the sword that promises victory," said Castiel.

"The spell called Excalibur, Frieda," said Shadow.

Frieda looked unsure of herself. "I don't know if I can do it, guys. I've only had the sword for a short while."

Storm smiled and put her hand on Frieda's shoulder. "We have faith in you. You are a powerful archangel. Not to mention you are the last descendent of King Arthur Pendragon. Just trust in yourself and the sword will do the rest."

Frieda nodded and looked at Azazel, who is recovering from Tempest's attack. She nodded, mostly to herself, as she walked to stand in front of her friends. She closed her eyes and held the sword parallel to her body. The blade began to glow and she was surrounded in bright white flames. She called upon the rest of her magic. She has just enough.

Eyes still closed, she raised the sword above her head. Lightning struck the blade, making it glow more. The storm clouds darkened and Frieda began to glow like a beacon. Masaru covered his eyes and hissed. Too much light!

Azazel glared. Fine. Then he will too.

He copied her stance and his black fire surged.

Frieda's fire grew around her, reaching toward the sky. She took one step forward, holding Excalibur higher. She opened her eyes, the sword glowing as bright as the sun. Everyone covered their eyes. Azazel even closed his.

Everywhere lit as Excalibur glowed. Frieda called upon the sword more, combining her will with the sword. She saw flashes of what the sword has gone through in the past. Frieda screamed as all her magic reserves were sapped. The sword grew brighter and brighter. The angels felt overpowered with the sheer might of the weapon. Azazel growled. He needs to match her power! He will not loose!

His flames grew to match hers. Frieda screams in defiance now. She will be the victorious one! She took another step, stomping down rather than treading lightly. The fire grew around her, casting a golden glow across the landscape for miles. She held the sword as high as she could, her eyes glowing gold. Her hair turned completely white.

Storm smiled. She knew Freida has it in her. She is a true descendent of King Arthur.

"Excalibur!" screamed Frieda. She swung the sword down, ripping apart the land and trees around them. A white fiery beam of light shot towards Azazel.

Arkana screamed.

"Devourer!" shouted Azazel, bringing his sword down. Black darkness clashed with light. Frieda growled with the effort of overwhelming Azazel. She then felt a hand on her shoulder. She looked and saw Ninel smiling. Frieda felt a surge of energy, the beam becoming stronger. Her other friends joined Ninel, transferring their power over to Frieda. They all screamed.

The beam became powerful enough to overwhelm Azazel.

Once the brightness disappeared, the angels were gone. Azazel and Masaru frowned.

"Stupid angels they escaped. There's no way they could have overpowered you, Azazel," muttered Arkana.

Azazel smirked. "All went according to Sakura's plan. They made it to Hell. I merely let them win, Arkana."

Arkana's eyes widened. "Masaru, is this true?"

Masaru nodded. "My sister thought that we should corner them. Now our orders are to prevent any angels from entering the portal. Kill or capture. More angels are on their way now that they felt the power of Excalibur. Let them come."

Arkana smirked wickedly. "That sounds perfect."

Azazel hugged her. "It is. You did a good job fighting, lovely."

"You too. But why did you kiss her? You're mine remember?"

Azazel looked away awkwardly. "I was setting her off balance so that I could win you her head."

Arkana smiled and hugged Azazel. "You're too sweet!"

Masaru gagged.

Arkana frowned. "Hypocrite."

"H-How?! I am not!"

"You have a little girlfriend of your own."

Masaru grumbled under his breath. "PDA."

Azazel rolled his eyes. "Its okay, Arkana, he's just jealous that we can show affection in public and he can't."

"I totally can if I wanted to!"

"Prove it. When we get back, propose to Miyako in front of everybody," said Arkana with a smirk.

"That's putting her on the spot! And how can I do that if she hates my guts right now?"

"Well, you are a demon."

"But I can't do that to her!"

Arkana frowned. "Wow. A demon is feeling love." She smiled. "There is hope for us yet. Ooh! There's some angels over there! Let's paint the grass with their blood!"

"Ugh. Fine," said Azazel.

"Woo. Go death," grumbled Masaru as he picked up his hammer and followed the other demons.

* * *

><p><strong>ONE MORE CHAPTER THEN THIS STORY IS FINISHED! YAY!<br>**

**Yes! More Fate references. Heeheehee...**

**So the Azazel x Arkana surprising? Heehee...I knew I could throw you all off. MWAHAHAHAHA!**

**So...look forward to the next chapter! I have teaser trailers for Rise in Revolution up on my DeviantArt. Link along with concept art links are on my profile. I also have other interesting stuff on there and I'm accepting commission. But I do have finals crap to deal with during the next two weeks and then more crap to deal with over summer so I won't have a lot of time. But I am almost done with Ninel's concept art. Alrighty! I think that's all I've got!**

**HERE COMES DA SLAYA!**

**I AM THE KING!**


	40. One Last Look

**Disclaimer: This is the last disclaimer I'm making for this story. Wow. That makes me...almost sad. At least there's a sequel right? And I swear, I will make it even better!**

**A special thanks to all my followers. If not for you guys, I wouldn't have made it this far. I probably would have given up a long time ago if you hadn't loved this story so much. And I love all of you! Especially my constant reviewers! You have given me ideas and cheered me on from the sidelines! **

**A special thanks to my mom. If not for her, I wouldn't be typing this. I wouldn't have this at all. I love you, mom! Thank you for everything you do for me! She gives me ideas when I'm stuck in the mud, and I can always count on her to steer me in the right direction!**

**So, without a further ado, please enjoy the ****_last chapter _****of Angels and Demons: The Great War.**

**Also, SCHOOL'S OUT FOR SUMMER! *guitar solo***

* * *

><p>The angels covered their eyes before the blinding light. Storm, Shadow, and Castiel rode along the light waves, serious expressions on their faces as they looked straight ahead. The angels behind them were somersaulting through the air as if they're in zero gravity. The light around them brightened and suddenly cleared.<p>

The angels stood on a portal platform, wobbly and shaky except for Storm, Shadow, and Castiel. They looked around them, eyes wide.

"Are we sure this is Heaven?" whispered Alice.

Storm nodded sadly. "Well, what's left I guess."

The realm they're in is still bright, but was also dark and gloomy at the same time. Angels sat on streets of stormy clouds, crying, some with wings drooped and wilting. The once proud and grand white buildings seem dulled and brown, almost rusted. They mood around them is gray. The angels standing at the portal felt the despair trying to cling onto their hearts and infect them like a parasite. Bry looked down.

"At least Miyako isn't here to see this," muttered Bry.

"The others too," whispered Sierra.

The angels nodded sadly. There was an explosion. They hustled off the portal platform and Storm waved her hand through the air. A section of the cloudy ground separated to reveal the earth below them. They saw, from all three portals, darkness pouring from them, their white brightness now a dark bloody red, as if they're all now geysers of blood. Sierra choked, holding back vomit and covering her mouth with her hand. Demons spilled out of the portals with the darkness and cut up any angels in their path. They saw others get captured and dragged down the portals screaming.

"My Excalibur spell must have drawn angels to their deaths," cried Frieda, a hand over her mouth. Geno gave her friend a comforting hug.

Shadow glared at the demons. She bit her lip and looked away, scrunching her eyes closed. Storm and Castiel stared sadly at the scene before them, their expressions solemn pale masks.

"This is what happens when a product of darkness gets too much power," said Castiel with malice. "They kill people."

"Good people," said Shadow. "These angels never did anything to them. Some were just there to do minor miracles. Many worked at hospitals. Some went to places that had no hospital and provided. Now they can't."

"People, humans I mean, are most likely going to get killed in the crossfire," said Castiel.

"Agreed," nodded Shadow.

"Shadow?"

The angels turned around. There stood a lone girl, with ruby red slitted eyes and pale skin. She has pointed ears, and long black shaggy hair, golden blonde hair half covering her right eye. She's skinny and nearly flat-chested, wearing a black band around her chest under a black and silver chest plate that exposes her stomach and sides. A black metal hip guard sits on her hips over black short spandex shorts. Chain mail hangs down to the middle of her thighs only on her sides and she wears thigh-high black stockings and metal boots reaching her knees. She wears metal gauntlets.

"Lucida," muttered Shadow.

"Woah, I've heard her name," said Ninel. "Isn't she..."

Light tears collected in the corners of Lucida's eyes. Her lips quavered ever so slightly. "Where is my mom?"

The group of angels became even more depressed, a black cloud hanging above them all.

"You know what happened to her," growled Shadow.

Lucida now looks angry. "How could you have let that happen?"

"It couldn't be avoided."

"Everything could be avoided if only stupid people didn't make stupid mistakes!" screamed Lucida.

Shadow's eye narrowed dangerously as she glared at the girl before her. "Grow up," she softly snapped. "How old are you? You think I wanted my own sister to die, you inconsiderate little brat? You and Nico aren't the only ones that cared about her. She was more than just your mother to me, stupid girl. She was my sister and my best friend. What makes you think you're so special? You think you're the only one despairing? You're such a child, it makes me laugh! Stop acting like you're above everyone else just because one of the most powerful angels in existence was your mother. I'm finished. If you want to keep screaming, brat, then go ahead. I'm not going to stand here and listen to you moan and whine and complain."

Shadow stormed off.

Lucida looked down in shame. "How did she die?" she whispered softly.

Everyone looked at Frieda, who seems to be back to normal, except for new white highlights in her hair. Frieda's blue eyes widened as she pointed to herself and everyone nods. She grumbled before she looked Lucida straight in the eyes. Frieda gulped. Lucida's eyes look just like Azazel. The angel probably thinks they look pretty. After what she's about to tell her, Lucida is going to loathe them.

Frieda sighed. "Your father stabbed your mother straight through the stomach while defending me and Ninel."

Lucida's eyes widened. "That means Indigo...My mother..." She looked down and stormed off, tears spilling down her cheeks as she ran.

The angels feel awful.

"So that's what its like telling a person that someone they love is gone," wondered Frieda aloud.

"Its awful, isn't it?" said Storm, continuing to watch as the world is covered in darkness.

"We should go," said Castiel. "We have a meeting, and you need to rest. The battle has just began, my friends. Believe me."

Storm and Castiel walked away.

The angels looked one last time at the earth. The earth became all the more covered in darkness. The angels turned away and headed home.


	41. Infomercial

**Hello, one and all! I am very excited to bring you this infomercial from Slayer Cable! lol **

**In between the posting and further updates of Angels and Demons: Rise in Revolution, there will be a spin-off called Angels and Demons: The Questioning!**

**The Questioning will be a fun game show, held in the very place The Funnest Truth or Dare EVER was forecast, where you, the authors, will be able to ask any character that has appeared in The Great War any question. For example, you can ask Sakura about her secret Gothic teddy bear named Taco-bun. She loves tacos.**

**Sakura: SLAYER!**

**Heh heh heh...anywhoozies, Odyssey will be my co-host. We will also be playing fun party games such as Truth or Dare, because why wouldn't we want to completely embarrass our characters in front of all other hundred thousand some authors? Eh? **

**So, please, tell your friends. Have your friends tell their friends. Get the message to the other authors who have been missing out! Tell everyone, and I swear, you will thoroughly enjoy it! Say, Sakura, where is Taco-bun?**

**Sakura: *sulking in emo corner* In the wash because you said he smelled like lasagna. **

**Well, I have a giant stuffed dog named Anonymous. He smelled like lasagna, bean and cheese burritos, and peanut butter crackers in different places. I washed him, and he became beautiful. I'm only helping, Kura.**

**Sakura: NO YOU'RE NOT, HIGHLIGHT-HAIR FREAK! TACO-BUN~ WAS FINE ON HIS OWN! HE SMELLED PERFECT!**

**Awww...but I washed him with cherry detergent. I thought you like cherries.**

**Sakura: Okay, whatever with lasagna!**

***sigh* I swear, my OCs are the strangest people. Okay, folks, the story will be posted soon! Also, check out my DeviantArt. I will be posting updates about all my fanfictions as well as story ideas and plot sketches. Because I like doing that stuff. Also, Ninel is up on there so you can check that out too. **

**Enjoy, and have a great day!**


End file.
